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EPIGRAMS 


MARTIAL: 


ENGLISHE DD. 


With ſome 


| Other Pieces, Ancient and Modern. 


Dicitur & noſtros cantare Britannia verſus, 
Mart. Lib.IX. Ep. 4+ 


On the Frontiſpiece. 


Whoſe chance it is, to takg in hand this Book,, 
In the Satyric-Mirror let him look; 
Wherein, if Wiſe, with much delight he'll ſee, 
From what fond Vice his Nobler Sou! us free : 
If Fooliſh, he'll aftoniſh'd be to find, 
A Stranger better knew, than he, his Mind : 
— if be flys from ſo ſevere a School, 

To wink,, boots not, when others ſee the Fool. 


—_—c_ 


L O N D 0 N, 


Printed for Henry Bonwicke at the Red Lyon 
in St. Pas/s Church-yard, 1695. 
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2 1-H 


READER. 


On Tranſlation in General. 


(does more ; 


| E that Tranſlates, than he that Writes, 


For he muſt pleaſe upon a donble Score ; 
That of his Author firſt, then on his own, 


wa out compar d, be Good when read alone. 


hen be that from bis Brain does firſt endite, 


Has paid all Debts, if well he does but write. 


, Tranſlation then a Comment ought to be, 
Not only change the Tongue, but Author free 
Fr om Darkneſs ; clear his Senſe, ſomettmes im- 
For if the Second Pen ſoar not above (prove : 
| is loweſt $ tops, twill ne're that Grace repay, 
Phich in the Work, too oft, will ſlip away. 
A 2 But 


To the Reader. : 


But then, who will tranſlate to this Degree, 
Be held the Author's Second Self to be, 
Muſt not cleave ſervilely to evry Phraſe, 
| And think, therem, he has deſery d the Bags : q | 


Sometimes, tis true, a Word's au Fpigram, 


There he muſt Sweat, till he expreſs the ſame 


With hike Felicity * But on each Word © 
Ihe equal Pains and Travel ſhall afford, 
And thinks t a Maſtery the ſame to hit, | 
Will oft ſpend Coſt on Weakneſs ſtead of Wit, ©, 


Make his Verſe ſtrut, and pride it mm that part, | 

Which was the Author s Shift, perhaps, not 4rt. } * 
Some things will bear, ſome will require a Change} 
And the chief Purpoſe will appear leſs ſtrange | * 


[: new Terms, than its own. Anobler 1im Y * 


He will purſue, if he ſhall ſeek a Name, | | 
By keeping of the Force, not Words ; the Wit 4 
And Grace, and evermore the Genius hit, : 


Th 


CAKES” . + a 


To the Reader. 


| That pawerful Thing ſo hard 'tis to expound, 
* But in whatever i well Writ, is found. 


But then no Law with them will ere difþenſe, 


* Who wildly ramble from the Author's ſenſe; 
: Not only ſhift his Phraſe, but leave his way 3 
; Follow not his, but their own Phancies ſway ; 
| Little regarding what they undertook, 


Namely, to Engliſh, not to write a Book, 
To ſuch we ſay, Martial we hopd to ſee, 


' His Epigrams, not thoſe were writ by Thee. 


Sq 


h 


Ohj. But th Author ſeemsſometimestodroop& 
An. If there abriskbut waryTouch dorowz, (drowz. 
His Vein, the well-placd judgment all will praiſe, 


' And with bis Worth your Own you joyntly raiſe. 


But when he's exc llent, if you balk or range, 
Wrue what you will, none will accept the change, 
But rigidly the Author s Senſe require. 

As he that of a Painter ſhall defare 


AL To 


To the Reader. 


To copy fome much-loy d or honour d Face, 
Unlikeneſs will not pleaſe with hetter grace, 
Altho, alas, what ſome more graceful deem, 
Meer Blunders, and not Maſter-ftrokes do ſeem. 
How Raſh muſt be be then, who nothing ears, 
To change a Work approvd a thouſand Tears ? 
But, when be faubfully ſhou'd the Text expreſs, 
Preferrs to ſhew himſelf a Beau mn Verſe ; 
And with ſuch confidence does att this part, 

As if his Error were a Rule of Art. 

Others there are, who to this Work addreſs, 
Wh more pretence, but with as ſmall ſucceſs . 
Who, when it is thetr Province to explain 
The Author's Excellence and noble Vein, 

Hes beaut'ous Schemes to beſt advantage ſhow, 
Their Pains in ſearching Manuſcripts beſtow ; 
To criticize upon the Text affet2, 
Tle Pot mt t uluſtrate, but corrett ; 
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Think © 
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; To the Reader. 


| Think if their Toyl retrieve from Mould and Ruſt, 
Some Various Reading long obſcurd in Duſt, 


F Thave reachd the higheſt Point, tho nought it tend 


| 7 improve the Senſe, or any grace to lend. 

What boots it, how the words are underſtood, 

+ If the exchange produces nothing good 2 

: Theſe Mens Abilities their Margents ſpeak, 

Their Notes are learn d,their Verfun dull and weak, 
Doft ask, If T have all theſe Laws obey'd? 


' Thave been my aim, however 1have ſtray. 


DISEES AI "age, 


A4 'To 


— — 
TO THE y ( 


On the Preſent Tranſlation. _ * 


/ Ho, for the Public View, employs his Pen, 

* Writes to ag many Judges, as ta Men ; 
To. thoſe know more than he, to thoſe know leſs ; 
To thoſe are sktt d, to thoſe can only gueſs; 
He muſt ſubmit (altho he loſe bis Cauſe ) 
To trifling Phanczes, as to equal Laws : 
Nay, and as if th Objefttons were too few, 
Himſelf, againſi Himſelf, muſt find out new 


And curious ones, ſuch as much Pains have taught, | 


( 
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And great Experience only could bave brought : 

And anſ w ring all, he's yet not freed from Fear : 

For when thus arm'd at ev'ry Point, evn where 
He 


— . 


3 He leaſt does think of Wounds, the fatal Steel 
2 (Tho like Achilles dippd)) will find bis Heel. 

i Thur | an charg d —— | 
2 Cenſ.] — From th' Author thou doſt range; 
| His Senſe abridge, enlarge, and ſometimes 


— 


P 


To the Reader. 


change, 


| Tranſ.3 If, as thou ſay ſt, Id:d not ſometimes ſtray, 


; 1 oft ſhould loſe the End, to keep the Way; 
| And tho the Author, to Tranſlate, might boaſt, 


| His Wit would vaniſh, and his Drift be loſt. 
; Again, where he does blaze, tho tax, that Sm, 
* The Heathen World was ſo engulphed m, 


; If any ſcapd the knowledge of 't before, 
* I like d not that my Pen ſhould teach them mure. 

* Cenſ.) But while thisSinthou fondly doſtdereſt, 
| Thou ſlight'ſt his ſmarteſt Epigrams and beſt. 
Tranſ.] Who ſhall travſlate Martial's licentious 

Unleſs he alſo could tranſlate the Age (Rage, 


I 


To the Reader. 
In which be lry'd; with Vice 'twould him oppreſs, 
Who never gainſt Decorum did tranſgreſs. 
But this ſo little we obſervd do fond, 
Men ſpeak the Author s Words without bis Mind : © 
For whereas be with Gall the Vice did prels, « 
They ſet it forth exalted m their Verſe ; , 
No ſeruple make to bring it into Vogue , [ 
Brand mt and laſh, but glorifie the Rogue ; I 
Bold\Nomenclators they delight to ſhow L 
Themſelves of Vice, but little Good to know ; : 4 
And rf we rzehtly their Performance ſtate, 4 
Tis their Lewd Selves, nt others, they tranſlate- | 1 
Cenſ.] Yet withſome losſer Touches you diſpenſe. , Cl 
Tran, ] Contlude not that I break my Rule from | A 
Bat as a Painter, that will likeneſs take, (thence :) T 
Muſt not refuſe : th Face a Scarr to make, : 111 
If fuch he finds : 'So I engagd to draw ; N; 
Martial's Refemblance, fetter d by this Law; I 


Somt 


To the Reader. 


| Some Trafts mui take, which not ſo comely be, 
| That thoſe who ſee the Piece, may ſay, Tis Hes 
* And tho I his Obſceneneſs do omit, 
- Have merry, tho not wanton, Martial bit, alone; 
' Cenſ.) You might have let the Work wholly a. 
 Tranſ.] O candid Cenſor ! in amends for one © 
| Default, how many Noble Precepts ſhine, 
How many ſharp Reproofs enrich each Line 2 
When the flat Preacher does exhort m vain, 
| A thouſand Vices by his Verſe ave ſlain, 
And Vertues taught ; Men rather would be dead, 
te. | Than in his Poem branded and ill-read. 
'y ; Cenſ.3 Oft thou inſerteſt Verſes of thine own 
$ : Ambitious that the Author them ſhould ow 1 
ce | Tran ] If mm ſome parts I have the Text enlarg d, ; 
: My Margent s fair, and with few Notes is charg'd: 
' I Nor do I rove from the. preſcnibd Intent, 
J But plainer ſhew what 'twas the Poet meant : 
ome PVhich 


To the Reader. 


Which Gloſſes, tho not Children of his Brain, 

Tet for bis Childrens Children may be taen. 

And who the Latin, vainly ſhall contend, 

In as few Engliſh words to comprehend ; 

| Aeaiuſt this Evil he will never fence, 

But render oft a cramp d abortrve ſenſe ; 

And when his Author and himſelf b as vext, 

Hi Verſuun ſhall be dark,, tho clear the Text. 
Heaps of dry Names, m part too, I onut, 

When more they clog, than they advance the Wit ; 


Coms, Names of Fiſhes, Fowls,and various Meat, 
Of which beſt Criticks doubt, altho they treat : 3, 
For tn thoſe times, tho' theſe were known to all, 


Now for a tedious Comment they do call ; 


o 
- 
o 


Cuſtoms, again, I change, when exolete, | | 


W hich no more grateful way I could prevent, 
Than by a Modern pat Equrvalent. 


Cen-: 


To the Reader. 


3 Cenſure not then the Changes that I make, 

| If they uluſtrate, from the Senſe not take ; 

; In Zeal to Mattial load me with Diſpraiſe, 

! Where he himſelf, alrve, wou'd grve me Bays. 
| When to ſpeak Engliſh, is impos d my Tack; 


3 'Tis fooliſh to affet# a Roman Mack, 


And, learned Cenſor, thou wert not my Care 


' In this, who can ſt th Original compare, 


But who therr Mother-tongue do only know, 


** Aud further than I lead them, cannot £0. (cauſe. 
' Cenſ.) Epigrams thou diforderd'ſt without 
| Tranſ.] Nor for therr Order know I any Laws : 


IF Fancy place a few, Reaſon can none ; 
Beſide, of Fifteen Books, I make but * One. 
Cenſ.] Thy Verſe is rough and harſh---- 
Tranſ.] -— With this diſpenſe, 
I forfeit Number oft, to grve thee Senſe, 

* The $:ſt Deſign was ſo. 


And 


To the Reader. 


And Metre too, it fuller to impart, 

Tho' I poclaim thereby my want of 4rt. 

And oft the Craggy Epigramick Strain 

IVill wot allow a ſmooth Maronian Vern - 

And who a flowing Verſe ſhall here affe@, 

The Sting, the Force, the Genius, muſt negletF. 
Cenſ.] Then to this Paradox we mult agree, 
Epigrammatiſt and Poet none can be. 
Tranf.] No; but this Truth, by whomſoever poke, 
Martial and Virgil tus in vain to yoke. 

Cenſ..] All who this Work have hitherto eſlay'd, 
Martial have not crantlated, but betray'd ; 
Debas'd his Muſc,znd all che Good th'ave done, 
Th've foreſtall'd others, and no Glory won. 
Tranſ.] The vain Attempts of ſuch as go before, 
The Generous and Brave encourage more ; 

And more Illuſtrious fill is his Renown, 


VVho takes, when many are repuls d, the Town. 


But 
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To the Reader. 


But here 1s n0 foreſtalling tn the Caſe, 
'Bv'ry new Pen may ſtart, and ſhew, new Grace, 
The Wits of Old would ſhare among a Score 
One Epigram, and thwght their Pains ſo poor, 
That Tryal yet was left for Hundreds more. 
And if thoult ſhew the dge, by downg better, 
Nought yet is done, it will be ſtill thy Debtor. 
Cenſ.) Thou but few Epigrams,and not choſen 
Doſt to the World preſent —- (well, 
Tranſ.] -—-— Thoſe that Excel 
© To nobler Pens I leave; which I wiſh may 
Far out-do mine, and ev ry weak Eſſay 
T he VVorld has known. Nor ſhall I grieve to ſee, 
On thts Account, my Leaves condemn to be 
' Mantles for Soap and Spice, Carpets for Pyes, 
: VVhile mm the Desk th Illuſtrious Verſton lyes, 
| Adorn'd with Art and Coft,, rich Gilt and $ trung, 
Th' Applauſe and Fo yof evry Bar and Tongue. 
. = 
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ro THE 
Judicious READER. 


Hat with no Verſes I come uſher d forth, 
Proceeds not from Opinion of my VVorth : 
But for ſuch Grace I did forbear to ue, 
Cauſe Friends write all they can, not what is due ; 
And m theſe Caſes it is always known, 
They ſhew not th Author s Merit, but their own. 
But if that Thou, on proſpett of my Book, 

Shalt Martial take, and on the Latin look, 
And ſay, A juſt Tranſlation I have made, 
Diluted not the Force, nor Grace betrai'd, 
Such VVords, without Hyperbole of Praiſe, 
PVill heap upon me a whole Grove of Bays. 
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EPIGRAMS 
MARTIAL 


ENGLISHED. 


LIB. SPECT AG. 


Eprgr. 1. On Cxlar s Amphitheatre. 


GT PT, forbear thy Pyramids to praile, 
þ: barb'rous Work up to a Wonder raile ; 
Let Babylon ceaſe th* inceſſant Toyl to prize, 
Which made her Walls to ſuch immenſneſs riſc ; 
Nor let th' Epheſians boaſt the curious Art, 
Which Wonder to their Temple does impart. 
Delos diſlemble too the high Renown, 


Which did thy Horn-fram'd Altar lately crown; 


B ( arid 


2 Martial's Epigrams. Lib.SpeCt. ; 
Caris to vaunt thy Mauſoleum ſpare, 


- Sumptuous for Coſt, and yet for Art more rare, | 
As not borne up, but pendulous Yth' Air : 
All Works to Ceſ@'s Theatre give place, 
This Wonder Fame above the reſt does grace. 


Ep. 2. On the Publick Works. 


Where the Etherial Coloſs does appear, 
_ The towring Machin to the Stars draw near, 

The hated Court, which ſo much Blood did ſpill, 

Late ſtood ; one Houſe the City ſeem'd to fill ! 
Where the ſtupendious Theatre's vaſt Pile 

Is rear'd, there Nero's Fiſh-ponds were &'er-while. 
Here, where the Baths, a great, yet ſpeedy, Gift, 

All Men admire, (the People left to ſhift 

For Dwellings) late was a proud ample Space, 

Reſery'd to boaſt an inſolent State and Grace, 


Where now a goodly Tarras does extend, 
The City both with Shade and Walks befriend, 
Was but the Courts Fagg and expiring End. 


Rome's to it ſelf reſtor*d; in Ceſar's Reign, 
The Prince's Pleaſures now the People gain. 
= Ep. 


_- 


Wo. 


Lib.Spec&t. Martial's Epigrams. f 
Ep. 3. To Cafar, exhibiting Shows. 


What Land's ſo barb'rous, Cz/ar, ſo remote, 
Whoſe Natives come not to admire thy Court ? 
Rough Thracians hither from Mount Hemws ſpeed, 
Fierce Tartars, who on Fleſh of Horſes feed ; 

Who the N;/e drink at the firſt Spring and Head, 
Britains from utmoſt Thule hither led ; 

Arabs make haſte, C:/icians poſting come, 

And in their Saftron Show'rs are drench'd at Rome ; 
Germans with rolling Locks in knots up furl'd, 
Ethieps after a difi'rent manner curl'd. 

Various their Voices ſound, but Hearts, we ſee, ) 
And the whole Jargon, does in One agree, c 
When Father of thy Country All ſtyle thee. 


Ep. 4. To Cafar, upon his baniſhing Informers. 


The hateful Crew to Peace and ſweet Repole, 
Informers, anxious Wealth's moleſting Foes, 
(The Lions not ſufficing to deſtroy 
The Num'rous Caitives, that did all annoy) 

B 2 To 


4 Martial's Epigrams. Lib.SpeR. 


Toth” Iſles, and furtheſt Africa are ſent, 

And thoſe that caus'd, now ſuffer, Baniſhment. 
Thus while from Rome, ſad Exiles, they do ſtray, 
EvenLitfe, 'mong Cz2/ar's Boons, we reckon may. 


Ep. 6. To Cafar, on a Woman's fighting with 


a Lion. 


'Tis not enough, in this our Martial Ape, 
That Men, but Women 1n fierce Combate gage. 
Among the nobleſt Afts Famedoes reſound, 
Alciaes laid a Lion on the Ground. 

Let Fables ceaſe : C2/ar, at thy Command, 
This hath been aCted by a Female Hand. 


Ep. 10. Ona Lin that hurt his Keeper. 


A trait rous Lion on his Keeper flew, 
In him that fed him, durſt his Teeth embrew : 
But Vengcance worthy of his Crime, he found, 
Whobore not Stripes, was forc'd to bear * a Wound. 
To ſuch a Prince what Manners ought Men ſhow, 
Who Bcalts commands a Gratitude to know ? 


*Condemn'd to be kill'd in the Theatre. 


Ep. 


Lib.Spec&t. Martial's Eprgrams. 5 


Ep. 12, On a Sow that farrowd through a 
Wound ſhe recerv 4, 


T th' publick Huntings Ceſar did allow, 
A Jav'lin ſwift transfixt a pregnant Sow. 
Straight from the wounded Dam the Litter ſprung. 
Lacina, call'it thou this, to bring forth Young ? 
The dying Sow wilſh'd that her wounds were more, 
That Ifſues had been made for all her Store. 
Whodenics Bacchus fromthe Womb was torn ? 
A God might well, when Beaſts werethis way born. 


Ep. 13. Onthe ſame. 


A Pregnant Sow, pierc'd with a deadly Blow, 
Her Liteat once did loſe, and Life beſtow, 
How ſure an Aim did the dire Steel command !; 
Lucina, *twas believ'd to be thy Hand : 
For dying both thy Deities ſhe found, 
The Huntreſs, and the Midwife, in her Wound, 


B 3 Fp. 


6 Martial's Epigrams. Lib.SpeCt. 


Ep. 14. On the ſame. 


A Sow, her Litter ready to have laid, 
Was by a fatal Stroke a Mother made ; 
The Young, not ſtaying Birth,ran forth the Wound, 
How quick a Wit in ſudden Streights is found ! 


Ep. 15. On Carpophorus. 


A Boar Meleager which gave thee a Name, 
Adds little to Carpophorus his Fame ; 
Who a vaſt Bear, ruſhing upon him, ſlew, 
The Northern Clime a fiercer never knew ; 
A Lion, which became A7cides hand, 
Of immenſe Bulk he laid upon the Sand 3 
Alloa Pard: And when the Prize was won, 
He till was freſh, and could yet more have done, 


Ep. 16. To Czſar, On Hercules carry d to the 
Clouds upon a Bull. 


That from the Stagea Bull t'wards Heav'n didfly, 
Was not th* Exploit of Art, but Deity. 


A 


Lib.Spe&t. Martial's Epigrams. 7 
A Bull Evrope through the Surges bore, 

But with Alcides now *bove Clouds doth ſoar. 
The Fatt of Ceſar, and of Jove compare, 
Which of the two ſhall we pronounce moſtrare ? 
Suppoſe the Burdens even ; were that true, 

The Lighter loaded ſ{wam, the heavier flew. 


Ep. 17. On an Elephant s kneeling to Czar, 


That thee an Elephant ſuppliant did adore, 
Who ſtroke with Terror a fierce Bull before, 
Tos Keeper's Art, cannot imputed be; 

We muſt aſcribe it to thy Deity. 


Ep. 18. On a Tyger s killing a Lion; 


The rare-ſeen Glory of th* Hircanian Land, 
A Tyger, wont to lick his Maſter's Hand, 
In Pieces torea Lion in his Rage, 


A thing not known before inany Age. 
He durſt not this attempt in Foreſts high, 


Beaſts among Men learn greater Cruelty. 


B 4 Ep. 


$ Martial's Eprgrams. Lib.Spect. 


Ep. 21, On the Fable of Orpheus ated in the 
Theatre. 


What in the Thracian Mount 's of Orphers told, 
Thy Theatre, Great (ſar, did unfold, 
The Rocks were ſeen to move, the Woods to run, 
When to his Harp the wondrous Minſtrel ſung 3 
Together with the Trees the Beaſts were led, 
And hov'ring Birds circled his Sacred Head. 
At laſt a Bear the Prophet piece-meal tore, 
| Atted in truth, what fabled was before, 


uf REOP | 
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Ep.-25. On Leander. 


Leander, ceaſe admire the Seas did ſpare 
Thy laſt-nights Paſſage, Cz/ar's Seas they were. 
While to enjoy Loves Sweets thou didft addreſs, 


And boiſt rous Waves thee threaten'd to oppreſs, 


of i) mi ta 


Thus, Wretch, therraging Seas thou didit umplore, 


Drown ane returning, waft me ſafely or. 


Lib.Spe&. . Martial s Epigrams. 9 


Ep. 26. On the Repreſentation of the Sea and 
Sea-Gods. 


- Faq : 


The feigned Sea-Gods ſport 1'th'Waves with eaſe, 
Figuring with various Forms the yielding Seas ; 
2 One ſhakes a Trident, while another rides 
A Fiſh, or in a Fiſh-drawa Chariot Glides. 
Barks mov'd with Oares, Sails {weld with Wind, 
Caſtor and Pollux there appear'd to be. (we lee, 
Not real Seas ſo gratifie the Senſe, 
© Thetis taught here, or fram'd her Realm from hence. 


Ep. 27. On Carpophorus. 


If former Ages had Carpoph'rus known, 

' Beſide himſelf, there would have needed none, 
'The Monſters through the World to have ſubdu'd, 
\Being, in truth, with all that Mighr endu'd, 

y Vhich to the Fab"lous Heroes gave a Name, 
*Rais'd Jaſons, Perſeus, Meleager's Fame, 

*Theſeus, for th* Minotaur, had ner been crown'd ; 
"For th' Nemean Lion Hercules renown'd ; 


4.6 
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10 Martial's Epigrams. Lib.SpeQ.Þ 
The Hjara, which ſo oft renew'd the Fight, 


At firſt Aſſault he would have ſlain out-right; 
Chimera, of ſuch various Figures form'd, 


His pow rful Hand would all at Once have ftorm'd;ÞF 
TheBulls,which from their Noftrils breath'd aFlame, 
Without a Charm, his Courage knew to tame; 
Flefiones devouring Orke to quaile, 
Axdromeada to reſcue from the Whale. 

Let Poets then their ſpecious Lies relate, 


How Jove, a Matchleſs Hero to create, 
Two Nights did turn to one ; to him allow 


A Term of Life, twelve Labours to go through. ; P: 

Carpoph'rus Glory yet does his excel, | 

By whom, in one day, twenty Monſters fell. | 
Ep. 29. On two Gladiators: [_ 


Priſcus and Verus, while with equal Might, 
Prolong'd an obſtinate and doubtful Fight, 
The People, off, their Miſſion did deſire ; 

But Ceſar from the Law would not retire, 
Which did the Prize and Viftory unite, 

Yet gave them what Encouragement he might; 2 
Large 
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Largeſs of Meat and Money did beſtow, 
hich alſo 'mong the People he did throw. 

T'th? end, howe'er, the Strife was equal found, 
1d;WBoth fought alike, and both alike gave ground : 
me, So that the Palm was upon each conferr'd, 

TTheir undecided Valour this deſerv'd. 

Under no Prince before we cer did ſee, 
{That two ſhould fight, and both ſhould ViQtors be. 


Ep. 30. To Cazfar. 


: My Haſte, tho' faulty, ought thee to appeaſe, 


"Pardon his Haſte, who haſted thee to pleaſe. 
( | 


| 
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Epier. 1. To Cato. 


Hen thou the Wanton Rites of Flora's Feaſt! 
Didſt know,the Peoples Licenſe then cxpre{: 


Why cam'ſt thou in, ſour Cato, 'mong the Rout > 7? 


Did'ſt enter only, that thou might'ſt go out ? 


Ep. 2. Martial to the Reader, 


He whom thou read it, is he by thee deſir'd, 
Martial, throughout the World known and adrnrlh 
For his keen Epigrams: And unto whom 6 
Th' indulgent Reader did the Laurel doom, 4 
While yet he liv'd, and could enjoy his Fame ; L 


When others after Death ſcarce get a Name. As 
Ep. 4. To his Book, Th 


In publick Hands thy ſelf thou'd(t rather ſee, 


Advent'rous Buok, than longer ſtay with me, 
Tio 
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F houknowſt not,ah,the Pride great Romewill ſhow, 
Ei ru me, the Sons of Mars too much do know : 

No where both Young and Old ſo praQtiſe Scorn, 
Even Children ſhew * Rhinoceros's Horn. 


hile loud Applauſes, and Reception fair, 

hou hope'ſt, they'll Scoffing, toſs thee in the Air, 
ut thou impatient Blots to undergo, 

nd my Pen's ſharp CorreQions ſtill to know, 

hou ſeek'ſt thro' the wide World, Waztoz,to rome: 
'Go then, but ſater*twere to ſtay at Home. 


* A proverbial Expreſſion for Cenſoriouſnel.. 


Ep. 5. To Cafar, 


, 


' 13 Ifmy Book, Ceſar, comes into thy Hand, 
uy ay by thoſe Looks, which do the World command. 
"When thouin Triumph rid ſt, thou doſt ſubmit, 

1 0 be the Subject of the Soldier's Wit. 
My Verſes read with ſo ſerene a Face, 
As *Thymele and * Latine thou doſt Grace, 
The (e»ſor does with harmleſs Paſtime bear, 


y Leaves are wanton, but my Life's {evere. 


*TI wo famous Mimicks. 
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Ep. 9. To Decian. 


Conſummate Cato's, and great Thraſea's Strain, \ 
As far as Prudence goes, thou doſt maintain, 


What Men judge beſt, that Decian, thou haſt done, 
He's not approv*d, who cheaply dies for Fame ; F, 
But without Death, who gets a glorious Name. A 


I 
And not thy Breaſt on naked Swords doſt run; F 
A 


Ep. 10. On Cotta. 


A pretty, anda great Man, thou'dſt be deem'd; A 
But Prettineſs is Littleneſs elteem'd. B 
Ep. 11. On Gemellus and Maronilla. JIN 
Gemellus, Maronilla fain would wed, W 
Aſpires by Pray'rs, by Gifts, unto her Bed, K: 
By Friends, by Tears : So wondrous fair is ſhe ? 
Nothing that lives can more deformed be. 


What is't that pleaſes then, and takes his Eye ? W 
She's rich,and coughs,and gives good hopes {he'll dye. YW 
Tr 


Ep.81 d 


»l, 


ne, 
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Ep. 13. On Regulus. 


Near Hercules Fane, and Tibur's cooling Streams, 
Where Albz Vapours forth pale ſulphurous Steams. 


Meadows, and Lands, are ſeen, a ſacred Grove, 


Four Miles from Rowe, the Muſes Care and Love : 
A rude old Portico, near to theſe high rais'd, 
For grateful Shade, in Heats of Summer, prais'd, 
A monſtrous Fatt committed had well nigh, 
As Regulus in's Chariot paſſed by ; 
The ponderous Fabrick ruſht untothe Ground, 
And him,and 's Train did, only not, confound ; 
But Fortune did our Plaints, and Curſes fear, 
Nor equal was the odious Crime to bear. 

The Ruin pleaſes now 3 which did not prove 
While yet it ſtood, what Care the Gods above 
Have of good Men, their Guardianſhip and wh 


| Ep. 14. On Arria and Petus. 


When Arria to her Petus gave the Sword, 
With which her chaſt and faithful Breaſt ſlyad gor'd, 
Truſt me, ſaid ſhe, that I my ſelf have ſlain, 


Jl do not grieve, 'tis thy Death gives me Pain. 


| 
} 
| 
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Ep. 16. To Julius. ; 


. 


Julius, who com'ſt not my beſt Friends behind, | 
If conſtant Faith avail, a fincere Mind ; : 
The Term of threeſcore Years tlaſt paſt almoſt, | 
And but few happy Days thou yet canſt boaſt. 

Ill thou deterr'ſt thoſe Joys may never come, 

And which, when paſt, thou only thine canſt ſum. 


apc LAS tas 


Evils on Evils ceaſe not us toply, 


ORG Yn Or ET. 


But Joys return not, tho? they ſwiftly fly. 
Uſe all thy Force to hold them, yet yow'll find, 
You may as well embrace the Waves or Wind. 
That hewill live, a wiſe Man ſhould not ſay, 
To Morrow's late, he ought to live to Day. 


Ep. 17. To Avitus. 
Some things are good,indiff®rent ſome, ſome nought; 
Youread : A Book can't otherwiſe be wrote. 


Ep. 18. To Titus. 


Thou urgeſt me to plead, doſt oft repeat, 
Flow great it is, a wrong Cauſe to defeat ? 
That which the Ploughman does, is alſo great. 


Ex 


K 
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j 
* 
” 
: 
Cf 
. 
| 
ot 
% 


ght : 


Lib. I. Martial's Epigrams. 17 
Ep. 19. To Tucca. 


Tucea, what ſtrange Delight is this of thine, 
To mix the Nobleſt with the Vileſt Wine ? 
Whatſo great Good, from Bad, didſt e&er receive ? 
Or F the Good did thee the Good bereave ? 


Our Throats to cut, may no great Matter be : 


To ſlay Falernum is a high Degree 

Of Murder, rich Campanian Wine t' abuſe, 
I'rh' Gen'rous Grape rank Poiſon to infuſe. 
Thy Gueſts may poſlibly deſerve their Bane: 


Such Precious Liquor, cannot, to be Slain, 
Ep. 20. On Elia. 
Four Teeth, as I remember, were thy Store, 
One Cough ſpit-out two, andone Cough two more. 


Now ſafely thou may tCoughthy wholcLifethrough, 
For the third Cough has nothing leſt to do. 
Ep. 21. To Cxcilian. 
What Brutiſhneſs is this? when Friends you treat, 
They looking on, alone you Muſhroms eat. 
What on ſuch Gluttony ſhall I implore ? 


May(t (laudiu's Muſhroms eat, and ne'er cat more. 
C Ep, 
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Ep. 22. On Mucius Scevola. 


When, for the King, his Scribe bold Macias flew, 
In Flames, inſtead of Blood, he did embrew Quy'& 
His erring Hand. The Foe, not ſeel'd to ſe 
A Prodigy lo fell, bad him Go free. 

What Muu, in contempt of Pain, was bold 
To aft, Porſena fainted to behold, 

His Failing Hand thus Greater Glory found, 
Had he not Err'd, he had been leſs Renownd. 


ok A Cid. - 


dd DS ear ne; 
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Ep. 26. On Fauſtinus. 


At length, Fayſtizus, let the World obtain, 
The poliſh'd Pieces of thy learned Brain : 
Which the 4theniaz Schools would highly praiſe, 
And our old Sages to the Stars will raiſe ! 

Doſt doubt, t'admit Fame fianding at thy Gate ? 
Thy Labours juſt Reward to bear, doſt hate ? 
That which will 4fzer, 1» thy Time let live ; 
Too late Men Praiſe unto our Aſhes give. 


2 RS IS FI; 
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Ep. 28. To Procillus. 


To Sup with me, to thee I did propound, 
But 'twas when our full Cups had oft gone round. 
The thing thou ſtraight concluded'ſt to be done, 
Merry and Sober words counting all one : 
Tht'Example*s dang rous at the higheſt rate, 
A Memorative Drunkard all Men hate. 


Ep. 30. To Fidentinus, 


"Tis faid, my Books thou doſt abroad recite, 
As if my Verſes thou thy ſelf did{t write. 
Verſes I'll Gratis ſend, let them be mine, 


Otherwiſe buy them, that they may be thine. 


Fp. 33. To Sabidius, 


I love thee not, but why, I can't diſplay, 
I love thee not, is all that I can ſay. 


Ep. 34. On Galla, 
c 
Galla, alone, herFathcr's Death ne%'er weeps, 
When any come, 1n Tears her Cheeks ſhe [tceps. 
That, Gala, is not Grief, for Praiſe is ſhown ; 


She truly grieves, that grieves when ſhe's alone. 
C 2 . Ep 


{ * 
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Ep. 36. To Cornelius, 


Cornelius, thou complain'ſt, I Verſes write 
So looſe and wanton, Maſters they affright 
From reading in the Schools. But theſe my Books, 
Pleaſe, if not wanton, none who on them looks, 
More than the Marriage-Bed. ithoutdue Rites, 
The Sob'reft Man, or Chaſteit Wite delights. 
Thou may'it ſay too, A Nuptial Song endite, 
Put inthe Nuptial Language do not write. 
Who &er did Floragravely dreſs before ? 
Or put a Matron's Stole upon a Whore ? 
To Epigrams much Licenſe is allow'd, 
Nor pleaſe they, ſpeaking always in a Cloud. 
Wherefore lay by thy Grave and Sourer Mind, 
And judge my Sportive Muſe in her own Kind ; 
Geld not my Verle, for foul is his Miſtake, 
Who a Priapus, Cybel's Prieft, would make. 


Ep. 37 ToLucanus and T ullius. 


If to thee Tullins, or to, Lucan, thee, 


Caſtor and Pollux Fate allow'd might be, 
Your 


U 
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Your Pious Strife both mutually wou'd ſhow, 
Each before other unto Death wou'd go : 


And He whoſe lot ic was to lead the Way, 
Live my Time, Brother, and your own, wou'd fay- 


Ep- 39+ On Fidentinus, 


The Book, Fidentine, which thou read'ſt,is mine; 
But while thou read'ſt it Ill, thoumak'ſt it thine. 


Ep- 49. To Decianus, 


If a rareFriend I wou'd eſſay toſhow, 
So faithful, Ages paſt did only know ; 
It one imbew'd with Greet and Latin lore, 
Whom ſingle Goodneſs through all Dangers bore ; 
Guardian, and Friend of Truth, who would not fear; 
That Men, of what he asks the Gods, ſhould hear ; 
Who leans alone on's Vertue great and found, 
Decian is he, in whom all theſe are found. 


Ep. 4t. To the Envius. 


(free, 
Whoreatt theſe Lines,from rancrous Spleen nor 


May'it Envy all, and nonee&'er Envy thee. 


C 3 E7, 
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Ep. 42. On Cecilius. 


Thou ſcem'ſt Facetious, to thy elf, to be, 


But othersno ſuch thing, in thee, can ſee. 

What then ? Brutiſh Buftoonery and Rank, 

Such as the Cryers ſhew on Ti6ur's Bank. 

That which for Wit among ſome People palles, 
Chaftering for Brimſtone, Matches, broken Glaſſes. 
Such asthe Sellers of warm Pulſe and Meat, 

Delight thoſe with, who in the Streets doeat; 


Such as from Boys and Butchers you ſhall hear, 

When Pug goes by, the Bag-pipe, and the Bear; 

From Ballad-ſingers of the meaneſt Strain, | 
When Pcople make a Ring, t' applaud their Vein 3 
Such asold Bauds doundertake to make, 


Whoſe ſhameleſs Impudence, for Wit, ſome take. | 
Ceaſe then, at length, fondly thy ſelf rodeem, 

What none, beſide thy ſelf, do thee eſteem : p 

That from * Caballus thou doſt bear the Bell, 2 

Tn Drollcry, fam'd * Galba, far cxcel, , 


It is not given to all, to have a Wit, 
True Ralliery inthe riglit Ycintolut : 


*Two famous Jcters in thoſe Days. 


Who 
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Who utters ſottiſh Jeſts, and ſcurrilous Drols, 
Sextus Caballus aQts not, but the Horſe. 


Ep. 43- On Porcia. 


When Brutus death Fame unto Porcia brought, 
And Friends with-held the Arms,her Sorrow ſought. 
I thought, ſaid ſhe, my * Father when he dy'd, *Cato 
Taught ye, that Death to none can be deny d. 

She ſpoke, and greedily devour'd the Fire : 
Go now, officious Throng, vainly conſpire 
The Weapons to deny, my Grief deſire. 


Ep. 45. To Stella. 


If twice the Hares and Lions ſporting be 
A SubjeQt, Srela, trivial unto thee, 
Revenge thy ſelf upon me with like Fare, 
Invite me twice, and ſet before me Hare. 


Ep. 54. To Fidentine,. 


T'th* Book tWaſt filcht from me, one Page alone 
Is thine, and to be thine is ſo we'l known, 
It all thereſt proclaims tobe purloin'd. 
So grealy home-ſpun Cloth to Scarlet joyn'd, 


C 4 Its 
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Its Luſtre, as it wrongs, and does defile 

It {elf, it alſo renders the more vile: 

So Earthen Cups, with Chryſtal ſet in place, 

The worſe they ſuit, the more themſelves diſgrace : 
In Conſortthus ridiculous does ſhow, 

Among the Milk-white Swans a Raſcal Crow : 

A chattring Pies harſh Notes in Groves ſo ſound, 
Where Quires of charming Nightingales abound. 
Ineed no Critick's Aid for my Relief, 

Thy own vile Verſerights me, and calls thee Thief. 


Ep. 55. To Fuſcus. 


If thou haſt room t'admit a Friend yet more, 
Faſcus on all ſides throng'd with Friends before, 
T beg the place: And do not merefulc, 
Becaule I'm new, into the Liſt to chuſe. 
Thoſe that now boaſt, thy oldeſt Friends they are, 
Had once a time, when they but new ones were. 
Look only thou, if he that now does ſue 
To be thy Friend, may prove an Old and True. 


Ep. 


DP, 
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Ep. 56. To Fronto. 


Wouldſt thou know what my higheſt Wiſhes are, 
Fronto, the Glory both of Peace and War ? 
They are, to plough my own, tho little, Field ; 
Small Means to have, which may muchLeiſure yield. 
Will any wiſe, the Morning Ave pay 
To frozen Marbles, &er the break of Day, 
Who may unfold, beforehis Fire, and warm, 
Nets loaded from his ſmall, but fruitful, Farm ? 
Or with his Line may take the Fiſh alive ? 
Fetch Amber Honey from the dropping Hive ? 
Whoſe propt-up Table by his Hind is preſt 
With his own Cates, which unbought Fewel dreſt? 
May they not love this Life, that love not me, 
But aged grow in City-drudgery. 


Ep. 58. To Flaccus. 


Wouldſit know what Temper T to love would chuſe? 


' What Maid I like, and what I would refuſe ; 


I neither like the facile, nor the coy ; 
The Over-hard, nor caſe to enjoy. 
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A mean, *twixt both, I rather do approve, 
She that nor Racks, nor Cloys, the Sweets of Love. 


( 


Ep. 6 3. On Levina. 


Levina chaſt as Sabixs were of old, 
Thaa her ſtrict Husband yet more ftri& and cold : 
While in the common Baths ſhe did deſcend, 
And in thoſe Freedoms many Hours did ſpend, 
She fell in Love; in the cold Streams took Fire ; 
And burning with a Youth 1a looſe Deſire, 
She left her Husband, and her vertuous Name, 
Helex went thence, Pexelope that came. 


Ep. 64. On Celer. 


Celer, to read my Epigrams, does crave : 
But torecite his own's the thing he'd have. 


Ep. 65. To Fabulla. 


| 

Tart fair and young, Fabull, it is true, f 
And alſo rich, to give thee but thy Due : 
But when of theſe thou doſt ſo often vaunt, 4 


y 


Wealth, Youth,and Bcauty,none ſo much docs want! 
Ei 


I. Lib.l. Marcials Eprgrams, 27 


Ye. Ep. 67. To one that ſtole his Verſes, 


Thou ſordid Felon of my Verſe and Fame, 
} cheap doſt hope to get a Poet's Name, 
$ by the Purchaſe barely of my Book 
od or ten vile PenceEternal Glory rook ? 
ind out ſome Virgin Poem ne'er ſaw Day, 
tuch wary Writers in their Desks do lay 
| Lock'd up, and known unto themſelves alone ; 
Not one with Uſing torn, and ſordid grown. 
Publiſh'd Work can ne&er the Author change, 
Like one ne'er paſs'd the Preſs, that ne'er did range 
The World trimly bound up : And ſuch 111 ſell, 
Give me my Price, nor will the Secret tell. 
Hc that another's Wit and Fame will own, 


Muſt Silence buy, and not a Book that 's known. 


FT, 


; Ep. 68. To Chcerilus. 


* Thou blamiſt me often, thatT write too free ; 
ſktem to do ſo when I write of * Thee. 


Who art ſo notoriouſly Vicious. 
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Ep. 69. On Rufus. 


All Ruf4s Thoughts and AQtions Nev4a fills, 
His Grief, Joy, Silence, all ſpeak New ſtill ; 
Where'er he feaſts, Nevia's inf Speech alone, Þ 
He wants all Powers, if Nevia makes not one. 
Meaning to wiſh his Father the Good Day, £ 
Newvia my Lioht, Ave, his Tongue did ſay ! 


Newvia read this, and cloſely {mil'd thereon, 
Why Fool doſt rave, Newvia's not thine alone. 


Ep. 71. To his Book, 


Go Book, to Proculus ſplendid Seat reſort, 
And, in my Stead, make thy officious Court. 
Let not his State and Grandure thee diſmay, 


To th' Learn'd no Gate affords an op'ner way, 
To Phzbus and the Myſes is more dear ; 

If he ſhall ask, Why is himſelf not here ? 
Reply, I could nor (were my Verſes ſlight) 


Attend the great, and cea ſuch mean oacs write. 
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Ep. 73. OaFidentine. 


s, | For Verſes, Fidentine, thou ſtealſt from me, 
Poet fain thou would(ſt reputed be z 
e, Dd #gle fo, well-tooth'd would yet be thought, 
hen ſhe a Set of Ivory Teeth hath bought; 
Painted Lycoris to her ſelf ſeems fair, 
ho only with a Gyplie can compare, 
Dn like Account, a Poet thou art nam'd, 
\nd may*ſt, tho' bald, for youthful Locks be fam'd. 


Ep. 757. To Flaccus. 


{ Among my Nobleſt Friends,thou who haſt place, 
Flaccus, the Offspring of Antenor's Race ; 
Rcnounce the Muſes Songs, and charming Quire, 
\ot one of them Enrich thoſe they inſpire. 
KCourt not 4vo!lo, Pallas has the Gold, 
he's wiſe, and does the Gods in Mortgage hold. 
hat Profitisthere in an Ivy Wreath ? 
ts Fruits the loaden Olive ſinks beneath, 
n Helicon there's nought but Springs and Bays, 
Þ he 3z/es Harps, loud-ſounding empty Praile. 
What 


te, 


I do believe, he knows not one from t' other. 
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What with Parzeſſ«s's Streams haſt thou to do ? | 
The Roman Forum's rich, and nearer too ; | 
There the Caſh chinks: But *bout the Poet's Chaih 
The Smacks of Kiſſesonly fill the Air. 


Ep. 79. On Feſtus. 


When a foul Gangren ſeiz'd on Feftus Face, 
And the Black Venom ſpread o'er all the Place; 
With unwet Eyes, his weeping Friends he told, | 
Th' infernal Shades he purpos'd to behold. | 
But then his pious Throat he did not ſtain 


} 
x 
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With Poiſon, nor chuſe Famin's ling'ring Pain : 
But by a Roman Death he did decree, 

(The nobleſt way) to ſer his Spirit free. 

Far more Renoun'd was his, than Cato's End 3 


Cato was Ceſar's Foe, but he his Friend. 


Ep. 84. On Manneqa. ( 
That thy Dog loves tolick thy Lips, th'art pleas 1 
He'll lick that too, of which thy Belly's eas'd; F 


And not to flatter, and the Truth to ſmother, 
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) 2 


Ep. 85. On Quirinus, a Roman Knight. 


-haih Quirinus likes by no Means to be wed, 
Yet Fruit deſires, and has, o'th* Marr'age Bed. 
How can this be ? His Maids can ſolve the Doubt, 
By whom he has of Young Slave-Knights a rout 
To ſtock his Farm and Fields. Truly may he 

3 ÞBBe ſtild, the Father of his Family. 


ld, Þ , 
; Ep. 87. On Novius. 


F. 


* Novinus {o very ncar my Neighbour is, 
| That from my Window my Hand reaches his. 
| Who does not envy me, that in my Powr, 
Have thus a Friend t' enjoy at ev'ry Hour ? 
3 {| But Rofas is not more remote to me, 
* Who now in Fgyprdoes command, than he. 
7 We never meet; nor in the Town there are, 
> (However near) yet any Two fo far. 
cas} Tis requiſite, that either he, or I, 
| Further remove, but lo to bring us nigh. 
| For he that wiſhes Novius ne'er to ſee, 
| Let him his Neighbour, or his Inmate, be. 
| Fp. 
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' 


Ep. 88. To Feſcennia. 


Leſt thy oer-nights Debauch thy Breath diſcloſe, 
Thou ſeek'ſt, Feſcennis, on us to impole, | 
By eating rich Paſteels, and Amber Plums, 

Theſe fur thy Teeth: But when the foul Belch come: 
From thy crude Maw, they help thee inno wile, 
Bur the Stink's ſtronger made by this Diſguiſe, 
Doubl'd, and trebl'd, and does further go. 

When thus, thy "Tricks diſcover'd, all do know, 
Henceforth, to free us from this compound Stink, 


, Be Sober, otherwiſe avow'dly Drink. 
Ep. 84. 4n Epitaph on Alcimus. 


Alcime, who did(t in Years yet blooming die, 
And, by a light Turf cover'd, here dot lic. 
] rear no towring Tombs of maſh Stone, 
A vain Expence, that Fame confers on None : 
But plant frail Box and Palms, whoſe verdant ſhade 
Drench'd by my Tears, ſhall be unmortal made. 


Receive thou then the MonumentT give, 


A Verſe that will unto all Apes live : 4 


An. 
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' And when my Life is ſpun, and Days expire, 


No nobler Monumeat I my ſelf Deſire. 
Ep. 90. To Cinna. 


Cinna, th? art ever wiſprring 1n the Ear, 
And wiſp'ring that whichall the World may hear. 
Thou laugh'ſti'th'Ear, weepſt,quarrel'ſt,doſt difputs, 
Thou figh'ſt ig th? Ear, doſt hollow, and art mute : 
So far th' art gone in this Diſeaſe, I ſwear, 
Thou praiſeſt (2/ar often in the Ear. 


Ep. $2. To Lativs. 


Thou blam'ſt my Verſes, and conceal-ſt thine own, 


Or publiſh thine, or elſe let mine alone. 


Ep. 98. On Nevolus. 


When all a Clamour make, at once contend, 
Then thouart loudeſt too, doſt moſt pretend 
Thave much to ſay : For this would'ſt learned ſeem. 
Have all, a pow'rful Patron, thee to deem. 

Behold, the Court is huſh'd, now ſpeak you may, 
But for thy Client now th'alt nought to ſay, 
D Fp. 
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Ep. 99. On Diodorus. 


Thoaſt Gouty Feet, yet ſtoutly doſt withſtand 
At Law, and pay'ſt no Fees the Courts demand. 
Is not the Gout, Dzodore, in thy Hand ? 


Ep. 100. To one that grew ſordid upon obtaining 
great Riches. 


When yet thou wert not worth an Hundred Pound, 
So Generous, ſo Noble, thou wert found, 
So Sumptuous, that it was the Wiſh of all, 
Calenus, an Eſtate might thee befall, 
Suiting thy Mind. The Gods our Prayrs did hear, [ 
And leſs than in the Compaſs of a Year, | 
Vaſt Wealth, by four dead Friends, was tothee let : 
But thou / as if of thouſands now bereft, 
And not enrich'd) ſo ſordid ſtrait doſt grow, 
_ 'Thatin a ſolemn Feaſt thou didſt beſtow 

(Which Annual was, and ſeven old Friends did treat) 

. A pound of Leaden Coyn, for all thy Mear. 
What does this Baſeneſs bid us next to pray ? 
TheGods would ſnatch their Ill-plac'd Wealth away ? 


No, 
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No ; But to give thee many thouſands more. - 
That ſtarve thou mayyſt out-rightin ſo much Store. 


Ep- 104+ On the like. 


Thou faidſt, when yet thou hadſt not a Knights-Fee, 
If Heav'n would grant four thouſand Pounds to me, 
Oh, in what Eaſe, what Splendor, I would live ! 
The eafie Gods {mil'd, and the Sum did give. 
x But then thy Gowa was ſordid, Cloke thread-bare, 
Shoes, thrice and four-timesclouted, thou didſt wear; 
Of poor ten Olives, ſome were (till ſet up 3 
On the ſame Meat thou uſed'ſt twice to Sup; 
Lees of Wine ferv'd thee, which Vientus bore ; 


—"—_ 


A peny-worth of Pulſe, a Peny Whore. 
We'll ſue the Cheat : Live better, or refund 
Unto the Gods; th' aſt mock'd, four thouſand Pound- 


Ep- 108. To Lucius Julius. 


it) Oft, Noble Lucius, thou dolt this repeat, 
Th art Idle, Martial, ſomething write that's Great. 
Then give me Eaſe, ſuch as Mecenas gave, 
ty? When the like Work from Virgil he would have ; 
No, D 2 Tt! 
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Fll frame a Verſe with ſuch immortal Flame, 

As to all Apes ſhall preſerve my Name. 

The Yoke does pinch that's born 1n Barren Soy], 
The Rich Ground tires, but Sweeter is the Toyl. 


Ep. 109. To Gallus. 


May thy fair Farm ( tho beyond Tibor ſite) 
As it does now, thee more and more delight : 
My Rooms Vipſanian Laurels do behold, 
Inthe which RegionIam now grown Old 3 
A Journey 'tis, to give thee the Good-Morn, 
But ſuch thou art, tho further, to be born : 
One Gown-man more, yet were not much to thee, 
Tho to detain this One, is much to me. 
My Book ſhall th' Early Ave for'me pay, 
And Ill attend when ended is the Day. 


Ep- £10. On Iſla, a little Bitch. 


Iſſa's Toyings w ittier arc, 
Than thoſe of Leſ6:a's Sparrow were.. 
I's Careſſes, and her Loves, 
Are purer than the Billing Doves. 


Than + 
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Than Virgins ſhe's more Soft and Nice, 

Than richeſt Gems of higher Price. 

Bitch Iſa is to Publius dear, 

Bitch 1a has no where her Peer. 

Her Whining you would Speaking deem, 

She, her Lerd's Cares to know, does ſeem. 

Tho' in his Neck, cloſe to his Ear 

She Sleeps, no Breathing he can hear. 

When ſhe has need her ſelf to Eaſe, 

Her Lord ſhe courts, that he would pleaſe 

To ſet her down, and gently ſcrapes; 

Be ſure, no Drop from her eſcapes. 

To Venus ſhe was ne'er inclin'd, 

And hard a Husband 'twere to find 

So ſoft a Bride. Leaſt Death's ſad Day 

Should wholly raviſh her away, 

Publins caus'd her drawn to be, 

And Iſſa you ſolike may lee, 

(Do but the Picce with Her compare) 

[ſz her ſelf you'ld think were there : 

SO rare 15 Arts and Natures Strife, 

Both PiAures ſcem, and both ſeem Life. 
D 3 
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Ep. 111- To Velox. 


Too long my Epigrams, thou thinkeſt are 5 
Thine, who writ'ſt none, Yelox, are ſhorter far. 


Ep. 113. On Priſcus 


I ſtiled thee, Lord, and King, while yet unknown, 
Plain Priſcus, now 's the moſt that thou canit own. 


Ep. 118. On Lupercus. 


As oft as I, Lupercus, thee do meet, 
With the ſame Words thou me doſt always greet. 
Thy Epigrams, dear Martial, to me lend, 
When for them ſhall my Boy on thee attend ? 
But to divert me, 1 ſhall read them ver, 
And ſpeedily again the Book reſtore. 

Out of the Road, remote, three Stories high, 
[, near thePidg'ons in a Garret he ; 
Whither to ſend your Boy, were himtotire, 
Vhen nearer you may have, what you deſire. 
In Forum Julii is your daily Way, 
Where you will ſee Arreus Shop diſplay 

All 
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' All Poets Names, your Eye may run them o'er, 

Inſcrib'd, or paſted on his Poſts and Dore. 
My Book, from's Shelves he'll hand youat firſt word, 
And for three Shillings, bound and gilt afford, 
The Price Three Shillings ? muttering low, doſt ſay. 
The Purchaſe will not, ſuch my Coſt, repay. 

I, Althothy ſordid Nature I deſpiſe, 
I'm forc'd toſay, Lupercus, thou art Wile. 


Ep. 119. To the Reader. 


He whoan hundred Epigrams reads o'er, 
No IIPs enough for him, if he wants more. 


D 4 LIB. 
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_ Ep.r. To bis Book, 


HreeHundredEpigramsthou mightſt contain, 
T But who, to read ſo many, can ſuſtain ? 
Hear what in Praiſe of Brevity is ſaid. 

Firſt, leſs Expence, and Walt of Papcr's made; 
The Printer's Labour, next, does ſooner end, 
And to more ſerious Works he may attend , 
Thirdly, to whomſoe'er thou ſhalt be read, 
Tho naught, not tedious y et thou canſt be ſaid ; 


Again, in Length, while thou doſt not abound, 


Thou mayſt be heard, while yet the Cups go-round. 


And when this Caution's us'd, alas, I fear, 
To many, yet, thou wilt too Iqng appear. 


Ep. 3» To Sextus. 


Sextus ſays, Nought he owes, and fol ſay. 
He only Owes, who knows which way to Pay. 


Fp. 
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Ep. 5. To Decian- 


O Decian, may I never happy be, 

* If Night and Day I could not ſpend with thee : 

| But two long Miles unto thy Houſe do lead, 

- Which are made four, when them I backward tread: 
- Oft thou art not at Home, and oft deny'd 3 

* Tothy ſelf vacant, or to Buſineſs ty'd. 

To walk two Miles, to ſee thee, is not much, 

But not to ſee thee, and walk four, I grutch. 


Ep. 8. To the Reader. 


If in my Leaves ought, Reader, to thee ſeens 
; Obſcure, or which leſs Latin thou doſt deem. 
Toth Printer theſe impute, not me : Who while 
More Books he haſts to vend, cares not how vile. 
If yet thou think'ſt not him, but me to blame, 
Thou fear'ſt not Want of Candor to proclaim. 
But ſtill my Verſe, for naught, thou doſt decry, 
As if what's manifeſt I would deny. 

- Naught be they then : But them for good Ones take, 

Till thou doſt ſhew, that thou canſt better make. 


Ep. 
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Ep- x0. Or Poſthumus. 


That but with half a Lip thou me doſt kiſs, | 
I like ; and yet can ſpare the half of this : A 
And would(t thou unexprefſible Kindneſs ſhow ? | It 
Thy Half-kiſs keep, or elſewhere it beſtow. -H 


Ep. 11. To Selius. | 


That ſuch a Cloud you ſee in Selius Face, 
Him treading late, alone, a mournful Pace ; 
His penſive Looks concealing Grief profound, 
That bows him, till his Noſeeven rakesthe Ground 
Makes him oft beat his Breaſt, and his Locks tear : 
No Death of Friends has caus'd this ſad Deſpair, 
His Wite's in Health, his Sons are both alive, 
Andlonger than he would, like to ſurvive z 
By Bayliff, Tenant, he has had noLos, 

Nor any Way that's known, receiv*d a Croſs. 
Why aroops he then, and makes ſo ſad a Moan ? 
Alas ! he, uninvited, Sups at Home, 


_— 
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| Ep. 42. On Poſthumus. 
| Why does thy Breath always of Amber ſmell? 
* And without Foreign Scents th'art never well. 

It juſtly, Poſthumus, may be preſum'd, 

© He ever inks, who ever is perfum'd. 


| Ep. 13. On Sextus, 


While Sextus did refuſe his Debts to pay, ' 
Both Judge and Advocate bore Bribes away. Q 
Now to diſcharge all Scores, he makes no ſtay. 


ng Ep: 14+ On Selius, 


Nothing does Selius unattempted leave, 
When, he's to ſup at home, he does conceive. 
He trot! to th' * Race; where, Paulus, he will ſwear, 
Thy Feet are {wifter than Achilles were. 
Nothing here got, the Place of Votes * he tryes, 
If Ought will come from the A/onides. 
Where failing too ; to th Memphian * Temple next, 
; Near the ſad Heifer, Calves-Head ſits perplext. 


Et. | * Theſe were all places of great Reſort in Reme, 


% 
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Thence runs to th' Porch a hundred Props ſuſtain |, 
To Pompey's Arch and Groves : Nor does diſdain | D 
The vulgar Baths, which Gryllus, Lupus, keep, - 
One on the Hill, the other low and deep: | 
Where having bath'd in all, and all in vain, 
No pity 'ng God fav'ring his glutt'nous Pain, 
Back to the Race he flies, to ſee, if there 
Some Friend be yet, taking the Evening Air. W 
Th' adjoyning Porch of various Paintings full, 
Shews fair Erropa bor'n upon a Bull. 

Jove, I adjure thee, by the Virgn bright, 
Make forlorn Selius thy * own Guelt this Night. w 


*That is, kill him: To Sup with the Gods was a Phraſe among the He 
then, to be Dead, 


Ep. 15. On one that had a ſore Mouth, 


Yo 
That when th'aſt drunk,thou offer ſt none thyGlals Po 


Ought not for Pride, but for good Breeding paſs. Pl 
Ep. 16. On Zoilus 


Zoilus is ſick ; His rich Stuff makes him ſo: | 
If he were well, what ſhould his Scarlets do ? 


Lib.II. 
His Bed from Nile, his Hangings dy'd at Tyre? 
in, He's ſick, we may his Sottiſh Wealth admire. 
in | 7;Gnifs the Doors, the * Macheons all, 

To make him well, for my Rug only call. 
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, 


+ A Name uſed proverbially for any Phyſician. 
Ep. 20. To Paullus. 


Poems thou buy®ſt,andread'ſt them for thine own. 
* What's bought, is thine, can be deny'd by none. 


Ep, 2 1. On Poſthumus. 


Some thou dolt kiſs, to ſome extend thy Hand, 
Which Grace ſeek I ? The laſt I dodemand. 


_- Ep. 22. On the ſame. 


Phebus farewell, farewell my merry Muſe 
Your Poet who adores ye, ye abuſe, 
lak, Poſtheme with one Kiſs us'd to let me go, 
Plcasg'd with my Verſe, now many doth beſtoiy, 


Ep. 23. On the ſame. 


No; tho' thou begg'ſt a thouſand times to know, 
Who'tis by Name of Poſthnmus does go, 
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I will not tell. What need Ito offend 
Such Kiſſes, and their Fury *gainſt mebend ? 


Ep. 24. To Candidus. 


By unjuſt Verdift wert thou guilty found, 
To thy Misfortune I'd be ftrigly bound. 
Wert thou condemned thy Native Soyl to leave, 
'Thro' Seas, thro? Rocks, I'd to the Baniſh'd cleave. 
But thy Lot's Wealth : Here ſhall I alſo ſhare ? 
Wilt thou give half? 'Tis much, if ought thou ſpare? 
In Suffring, I may be admitted One, | 
But happy, Candidus, thow'lt be Alone, 


Ep. 25. On Galla. 


Galla to none makes good, to all ſays, I, 
If thou ſpeak'ſt always Falſe, to me deny. 


Ep. 26. To Bithynicus, = 


That Neviacoughs,and groans, and finds no Reft,” Tl 


Letting the Slaver fall upon her Breaſt ; Ne 
Thou hop'ſt, Bithynicus, her Hour is nigh : *Nc 
Nevis but flatters, ſhe do'at mean to Dye. "Lo 
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Ep. 27. On Selius, to Rufus. 


| Whether you plead, or any Work recite, 
Hoping to Supper you will him invite, 


ius, your Praiſes thus like Nets does ſpread ; 
'Nothingcan weightier, or more learn'd be faid, 
More home, more ſmart, or yet with greater Grace, 
So would I wiſh to ſpeak, ſet in your Place, 

uch Words alone can make his Flatteries ceaſe, 


re: "ave gain'd your Point, for this time hold your Peace. 


Ep. 29. To Rutus. 


See it thou him, R#fes, that does fo frequent 
The Nobles Seat? from whole bright Gems are fent 
Rays to this Place, in twice-dipt Purple goes, 
2Or Garments whiter than the driven Soows. 
Coſtly Amonum, from whole Locks does flow, 
Whoſe ſleek blanch'dArms noHair upon them ſhow? 
eft, The Lunar-Buckles were not his of old, 
Nor Sandals pinch'd his Feet, garniſh'd with Gold. 
"No ſecret Pain his num'rous Patches need ; 
© Look underneath, and him, a Slave, you'll read. 
Ep, 


Ep. 
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Ep. 30. On Caius. 


To borrow of a Friend, I did entreat 
A Sum, which had he given, had not been great. | 
*T was one, whoſe Cheſts brim-full of unbag'd Caſh) 
Being clapt to, do Eccho with the Laſh. | 
But he reply'd, Would"/t plead, Enough thou'dſt have, 
Spare Counſel, Caius, give me what I crave. ; 


Ep. 31. On Ponticus, 


With Balbus P'm at Law, thou nought dar'ſt do, 
Licinius next; but he's a great Man too. 
Patrobas oft treſpaſſes on my Feild : | 
He's Caſars Freeman, *tis beſt here to yield. q * 
Leronia my Servant does deny : i 
She's rich, old, childleſs, ev'ry Hour may dye. 
His Patronage, it little boots, to crave. 


Who to ſo many is himſelt a Slave. I 
L 


| F 
Whate'er was ſerv'd of Souce, thou did(t purloin. p 


A young Sow's UaQtuous Paps, a Porker's Chine,  $ 
4 


Ep. 37. On Cecilianus. 


do. 


| 
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A fat Heath-Poult, for two deſign'd a Diſh, 

A Pike, a Mullet, half another Fiſh, 

Tame Pigeons dropping Fat, a Hen with Egg, 
A piece of Lampry, and a Capon's Leg. 

All which, ſto'd in a Clout, committed were 
Unto thy Boy, that Home he them ſhould bear. 
We, in mean Time, the idle Gueſts do (it, 

And of a coſtly Feaſt ſcarce taſte a bir, 

If any Shame thou haſt, reſtore our Meat : 

To MorrowlT deſign'd not theeto treat. 


Ep: 38. To Linus, 


What myFarm yields me,doſt thou urge to know? 
This, that I ſee not thee, whea there I go, 


Ep. 40 On Tongelinus.. 


That Toxgelin is feav'riſh many think : 
I know the Man, he wants choice Meat and Drink. 
Strait, for fat Thruſh and Cocks, Springes are ſer, 
For Pike and Carp's imploy'd the Caſting-Net ; 
Purveyance for old Cecubum is made, 
Such as the ſound drink ſparing and allay'd ; 


E . Bathing, 
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Bathing, Phyſicians, with one Yoice preſcribe. 
To cure his Feaver, Fools, his Belly bribe. 


Ep. 41. On an old Woman: 


Laugh, lovely Maid, langh oft, if thou art wiſe. 
As 1 remember, Ovid does advile : 
But this to ev'ry Maid he never ſaid, 
Or if he did, 'twas always to a Maid ; 
*'T was never ſpoke to wretched-aged-Thee, 
To whom remains, of all thy Teeth, but three, 
And thoſe cole-black : Therefore if this do paſs 
For Truth, inform'd the ſame by thine own Glaſs, 
A Smile thou ought'ſt t' avoid with no leſs Dread, 


Than Gallants fear the Wind for their curl'd Head ; | 


Than painted Madams fear a daſhing Shower, 
Or when Pomatum', the Sun's Raging Pow'r : 
Rather old Fecuba's fad Mood put on, 

When Troy was burat, and all her Glory gon. 
Mimicks, and DProles, a Laughter-moving Jeſt, 
What ever makes thec Gern or Gape, deteſt. 
Mourn by your Mother's fide, your equal Croſs, 
Your Father's and your pious Brother's Loſs ; 


Y cur 


\ 
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* Your Hours, in what is (ad and ſerious, ſpend, 


An Ear to Tragick Stories only lend. 
The Counſel's good, if to it you can keep. 
Weep, if you're prudent, Old Vumps, often weep. 


Ep- 44. On Sextus. 


Having ſome ſmall Commodity to buy, 
I'th' *Change (the Ulurer Sextas ſtanding nigh, 
My old Cam'rade, you know) leſt I ſhould pray 
To borrow, for Prevention thns does ſay, 
Softly Computing with himſelf, but fo 
As I may hear him. I ro Secundus owe 
Seven thouſand, four to Phacbus, eleven more 
To Philet ; and I Wretch, have not in Store 
One Doit, ſhould now theſe Men for Money ſend : 
O wond'rous Fetch of an old Canker'd Friend ! 
'Tis hard, when one is ask'd, not to ſupply : 


But harder far, when not ask'd, todeny. 


Fp. 45. On Nevolus. 


As various Flow'rs in Spring paint Hy»/as Field, 


Which to the rifling Bees much Honey yield : 
E 2 
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So do thy various colour'd Garments ſhow, 

Which thou, heap'd up in Wardrobes, doſt beſtow. 
The Wool thou, from moreFlocks than one,doſt ſheer, 
Woulda whole Tribeclothe ſumptuouſly each Year. 
Thy thin-clad Friend, unmov'd, yet can't behold 

(O Sin !)tatter'd, his Sides pierc'd through with Cold. 
Unhappy Wretch, how little wou'd it be, 

To givetwo Garments, from Moths, not from thee. # 


Ep. 48. To Rufus. 


Aﬀord me but the Requilites of Life, 
Plain Food, and wholeſome :1r, a pleaſing Wite, 
Not many Books, but ſuch as I ſhall choole, 
A Friend not wholly rude, my Thoughts t'unlooſe, 
Andlet my Station in a Village be, 
All Rome's Magnificence I 1l leave to thee. 


Ep. 50. On Lesbia. 


Lerb:a talks Baudy, and does Water drink, 
Thou deft well, Lesbia, fo to waſh the Sink. 


Ep. 


b, 
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Ep. 5 3- To Maximus. 


Thou but feigrſt, Maximus, thou'dſt not beFree: 
Or if thou wouldſt, by theſe Means thou may?lt be. 
Thou ſhalt be Free ; if thou at Home canſt Dine ; 
If thou canſt quench thy Thirſt with commonWane ; 
If Rich Men thou can't Miſerable deem, 

And ſuch a thread-bare Coat, as mine, eſteem 3 
Ifin a cheap and vulgar Form delight, 

A Room,in which thou ſcarce can'ſt ſtand upright ; 
If thy Deſires, to this Lure, thou canſt bring, 
Thou may'ſ live Freer than the Parthian King. 


Ep. 55. To Sextus. 


Sextus, thou ſeek'ſt Obſervance, when I'd love; 
ſhall do that which thou doſt moſt approve : 


- But where I muſt obſerve, I cagnot Love. 


Ep. 56. To Gallus. 
Gallus, thy Wife is taxed for the Vice 


- (Among the Lybians) of foul Avarice : 
' > But ſhe is wrong'd, and all are Lies they tcll, 
- None cheaper does her ſelf both give and ſell, 


E 3 Ep, 
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Ep. 57. On one that atted the great Man. 


[ | | He, whom you ſee to walk in ſo much State, 
[18 Waving, and flow, with a Majeſtick Gate ; 

In Purple clad, paſſing the Nobles Seat, 

My Publius not in Garments more compleat ; 
Whoſenew rich Coach, with gilt and ſtudded Reins, 
Fair Boys and Gown-men follow in great Trains, | 
Latgly his very Ring in Pawn did lay, 

For four poor Crowns, his Supper to defray. 


(| Ep. 58. On Zoilus. 


Zyilss, in's Nappy, ſcofts my Thread-bare, Gown, 
| | "Tis Thread-bare, Z9:1us, but 'tis yet my own. {| 


Ep. £0. On Hyllus. 


| Yare o'cr-familiar with a Soldiers Wite, . 

y While a Boy's mul& you fear, and not your Lite. 
Woe to thee ! Bur, you ſay, Upon what Store ? 

. The Law forbids to caſtrate any more, 


Allows it then to make a Wife thy Whore? 


ns, 


vn, 
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Ep. 64. On Taurus. 


Whilenow to Law,to Rhetorick then thou'lt take, 
And know'ſt not what Profeſſion thine to make ; 


Thou Peleus, Priams, Neſtors, Years doſt loſe, 


And when thou ſhouldſt giveoft, art ſtill to Choole. 
Begin; if either Heart thou haſt, or Skill; 

Three Rhetors Chairs are void, one thou may 'lt fill : 
Or if the Schools diſlike, the pleading-Bars 

Reek with the Fervor of Litigious Wars ; 

So much, that Marſa's Statue that is nigh, 

May Vocal plead, through th obſtrep'rous Cry. 
Courage, break-off Delays, when ſhall we ſee ? 
Thou wilt Demur, till Nothing thou canlt be. 


Fp, 65. To Saleitanus. 


Thouſcem'ſt, Saleitane, much to hang thy Head. 
Have Inot Cauſe ? Thou ſay'ſt, my Wife # dead. 
O heavy Chance ! O ſad Decree of Fate ! 
She, ſhe ! The rich Vicoſtrata ſo late 
Deceas'd, who twenty thouſand brought in Dowre ? 
I wiſh th'adſt never kaown this Evil Hour. 
E 4 Ep. 
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Ep. 67. On Poſthumus. 


Who &er thee, Poſthumus, does chance to meet, 
Thou ſay'*ſt, What doſt thou? Thus thou alldoſt greet 
Ten times an Hour, if met : by which doſt ſhow, 


That thou thy ſelf but little haſt to do. 
Ep. 68. To Olus. 


That I ſalute thee by thy Name, no more 
Style thee my Lord and King, as heretofore, 
Tt is not Pride. My Chains and CapT have 
Redeem'd, with all the Badges of a Slave. 

A Lord and Maſter he ſhould have alone, 
Who, not being Maſter of Himſelf, does groan, 
Like great Men, after Riches not his own. 
Who can, without a Servant, O/us, be, 

| May allo from a King, 0us, be free. 


Ep. 69. On a Smell-Feaft. 


Unwillingly, thou Supp*ſt abroad. Tl die, 
If what thou ſay'(t be not a ſplendid Lie. 
In others Treats CApricins did Delight, 


And, with Regret, at Home did paſs the Night. 
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If thou unwilling art, why doſt thou go ? 


* TV art forcd, thou ſay'iﬆ. All Smell-Feaſtsaxe forc'd ſo. 


Melior invites thee to a Sumptuous Feaft : 


| Where are thy Braggs ? Deny : Now is the Teſt. 


Ep. 71. To Cecilianus. 


There's none,than thee, more Candid can be ſaid, 


© Who when ſome Parcels in my Book thou'aſt read, 
| From Marſus or Catullus doſt recite 
The like, to ſhew how muchT better write, 


Compar'd with them. Thy Good- will's tome known, 
But would, thou'dit read ſome Verſes of thine own. 


Ep. 75. On a Lion. 


A Lion wont his Keeper's Stripes to bear, 


. Into whoſe Mouth, his Hand, without all Fear, 
He u&dto thruſt, ſuch Tameneſs he was taught - 
| But ſuddenly ſo high his Fury wrought, 


'Twas'bove what from theLybianClime hebrought. 


» For while two Boys did rake the ſandy Floor, 
* With Savage Rage he both in Pieces tore, 
- The Theatre like Crimene'er knew before. 


Romans may well ſay, Treacherons Beaſt forbear ; 


* Of Romulus W, olf young Chilaren learn to ſpare, 
Ii * 
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| 
Ep. 77. To Coſconius, ; 
Thou think'ſt my Epigrams in length exceed, | 

To greaſe the Charret-Wheels, to makethem ſpeed. | 
Thouw'rt only fit: Who Poems Lengths doſt rate 
By the Foot-Rule, not Reaſon, Wit, and Weight. 
By the ſame Law, Coloſſus, thou mayſt call 
Toolong, the Figure of a Child too ſmall. 
Of Marſus, Pedo, learn what you don't know, 
Two Pages, on one SubjeCt, they'd beſtow. 
That isnot long, from which thou nought canſt take, 
But, Coſco, thou canſt long a Diſtick make. 


. 


| 


Ep. 80. On Fannius. 
When Farnius from his Foe did fly, 


0D ons. ent eg ener —_— 


Himſelf, with his own Hands, he (lew. 
Who &er a greater Madneſs knew ; 
Life to deſtroy, for fear to Dye. 


— mat me co HE <q Mt oo 


Ep. 82. On Ponricus. 


What vails it thee to make thy Slave a Mute ? 
Ofthy foul Crimes much louder's now the Bruit. 
Ep. 
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Ep. 85. To a Friend, 


A Summer Gift that I in Winter make, 
In evil part I wou'd not have thee take ; 
Or, for my Preſent hold me fora Clown 3 
But, while 'tis Cold, ſend me a Summer Gown, 


Ep. 86. Ta Claſhicus. 


That I Acroſtick's Glory notto write, 
In Verſes, backwards read, take no Delight ; 
Make not the Eccho in my Verſes play, 
After the Grecian Poctaſtring way : 
Nor yet ſoft melting Numbers ſo reſpe&, 
As more the Chime, than ev'n the Senſe t' affe&t. 
So bad a Poet, as theſe ways to take, 
Iam not, Claſicus. What Hire would make 
Ladz for Swiftneſs fam'd, ſo meanly ſtoop, 
To leave the Race, and tumble through a Hoop ? 
Diſgraceful'tis unto a Poet's Name, 
Dithcult Toys to make his higheſt Aim ; 
The 1.:bours fooliſh, that does rack the Brains, 
For Things have nothing in them, but much pains. 

Let 
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Let Gallus chant, while the Rout make a Ring : 
Tochoiceſt Ears I only joy to ſing. *F 


Ep. 88. On Mamercus. 


Thou wouldſt a Poet be, yet nought doſt write, | 
Be what thou wilt, ſo nought rhou doſt indite. 


Ep. 89. To Gaurus. 
it In Profuſe Drinking, that thy Nights are ſpent, 


| Gaurus, thou Cato haſt for Preſident ; 
Tully, for barb'rous Verſes thou doſt write, 


_ — ay lk... 


As if the Muſes boreto thee a Spight. 
Antony, Apicius, Vomitings did uſe | 
Thy horrid Luſt no Patron can excuſc. 


[| Ep. 90. ToQuintilianus. 


1 Of Giddy Youth, thou Guide of high Renown, | 
bi Quintilian, Glory of the Roman Gown, : 1 
That I do haſte, tho' Poor, thy Licence give, 
T* enjoy my Life ; Noze haſte enough to live. 

Who aim Yencreaſe their Father's Wealth, to throng 
Their Courts with Statues, this deferr too long, 


II. 


I 
” 
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I only to theſe caſiethings aſpire,' 
A Spring with Natural Turf, a ſhining Fire, 


| Servants well fed, a plainunlearned Wife, 


Nights paſs'd away in Sleep, Days without Strife. 


Ep. 91. To Czfar. 
Welfare and Glory of the Earth, while thee 


- Weſate behold, we Gods believe to be : 
* If my flight Books did e'er theeentertain, 


And oft to read them, thou didſt not diſdain : 
What Nature does deny, do Thou beſtow, 

For Father of three Children make me go. 

When my Verſe takes not, this will be an Eaſe, 
A high Reward, in caſe they thee do pleaſe. 


Ep- 92. Tohis Wife. 


He, Father of three Chi!/drez, me has made, 


- Andall my Muſes Labours richly paid, 


- Who only cou'd : thee, Wife, Tl not retain, 


Lealt I the Prince's Bounty render vain. 


LIB. 
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Ep. 1. To the Reader. 


His third Book, good or bad, what &er it be, 
Gallia Togata ſends from far to thee. | 
If, reading this, my former thou doſt praiſe, | 
Both yet are mine, that which leaſt claims the Bays 
Thoſe muſt excel, born, Rowe, within thy Wall, | 
A Slave of thine, above a free-born Gas. k 


Ep. 2. To his Book, 


To whom ſhall I a Preſent make thee, Book ? | If 


Speedily, for a Patron, round thee look ; T, 
Leaſt Cooks, as if waſte-Paper or aſtray, * If 
To wrap up Spices ravilth thee away. ? In 


Shall Fauſtine thee protefF, doſt ſay ? Th'art wile, 
Now, richly bound, Contempt thou mayſt diſpile; 
Twiſted with Silk and Gold thy Head-bands ſhow 


Luxuriouſly, all gilded over go. * Sh 
For! 


yu 
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For if Fauſtinus ſhall approve of thee, 
No Critick fear, tho Probus {clf he be. 


Ep. 3. On as i Shapd Woman. 


Thy Face,that's fair, thou vailft when thou doſt go 
To Bathe, an «gy Body naked ſhow, 
Believe the Water Nymph, thee thus does pray, 
Bath in thy Clothes, or caſt thy Vail away. 


Ep. 4. To bis Book 


Book haſte to Rome. Whence comvſt thou ? If men ſay : 
Reply, From th' Track of the Emilian way. 


- If they demand the City whereI dwell : 


| 
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Imola or Cornelis Forum tell. 

If for what Cauſe I'm Abſent, they enquire : 
The Folliesof the City me did Tire, 

If when I doreturn : A Poet, fay, 


I went ; when on a Fidale I can play. 


Ep. 5. To his Book. 


My Book, while thee to Rome alone I ſend, 
Shall I ro many Friends, or one, commend ? 


Onc's 
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One's enough, where no Stranger thou'lt be found, 
Jultus, whole Name my Tongue ſo oft does ſound, 
The Houſe, once Daphsis, him does Maſter call, 
You'll find him trait inthe firſt Court of all : 

His Wife will thee into her Boſom Store, 

Altho, with Highway-Duſt, all cover'd o'er, 

If them together, or apart, you meet, 

Say only thus, you, Marcus, bids me greet. 

This is enough. Who Letters brings, offends ; 
Thinking he Commendations needs to Friends, 


Ep. 8. Oz Quintus. 


Quintus loves Thais. Which ? Thats the blind. 
As ſhe wants one Eye, he wants both, I find. 


Oy I PO ns 


Ep. 9. On Cinna. 


Cinna, *tis ſaid, does Verſes write 'gainft me. 
He does not write, whoſe Verſe none cares to (ee. 


Ep. 10. On Philomuſus. 


[ 
Thy Father knowing thy Luxurious way, ( 
Aſſign'd thee an Allowance for each Day, ſ 


Such! 
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1d, | Such as thy Table might both ſtint, and ferve, 
id, | That neither thou mighr'ſt riot, nor yet ſtarve. 
But whea he dy'd, he lctt thee Heir of All. 
What greater Miſchcif cou'd to thee betall * 
Thy Diſinheriting, thou this may | call. 


Ep. 1 1. On Quintus. 


If ſhe thou lov'ſt, nor blind, nor Thais be, 
What makes thee think laſt DiX7ih writ on thee ? 


If Lats 'twere, and her I'd Thais nam'd, 


For {uch Reſemblagce TI might welibe blam”d: 
But wlzat Similitude do theſe two bear 2 

How do Herzzione aud This pur ? 

But thou art £-/ztus, and that Namel chule. 


Ber fo : Ialways feigned Names do uſe. 


— _y—_—— 


I'!l change the Lover's Name if that pleaſe more, 
vextas, not Quintus, Thais loves, the Whore. 
"1 Ep. t2. On Fabullus. 
Thy Odours, I cenfels, were laſt Night rare : 
But nought to Feaſt thy Gueſts thou didft prepare, 
Of Wit or Folly call't chou ti:is a Caſt ? 
+ Togive thy Friends Perfumes, and make them faſt? 
Such F \W io 
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Who areanointed only, and nor fed, 
No treated like the Living are; but Dead. 


Ep. 13: On Nevia. 


Mit While Boar tocarve, and Mulletsthou doſt ſpare, 
| Will't ſooner cut thy Father up, than Hare: 

But, as if all were crade, thy Cook doſt beat, | 
No Crudities they'll find, whom thou doſt treat. | 


Ep. 14. On Tuccius. 


Starv'd Tuccins from remoteſt Spain did come, 
Full of great Hopes, Plenty to find in Rome : 
But at the very Port being told the hard 
Duty of Clients, andtheir lean Reward, | 
He turned ſtraight his Horſes Head again, | 
With Switch and Spur poſted him back to Spaiy. 


— —— — _ — _ —_ 


_—— 


Ep. 15. On Codrus. 


marmmaune WG, ont oe rg. oc 9 oe oo 
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None truſts ſomuch as Codrus, I do find, 
Pth' Town. How ſo? He's Poor, He loves, tho blind. 


Fp. 


G 
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Ep. 16. On a Cabler. 


Aa haughry enrich'd Cobler durſt beſtow, 
A moſt profuſe, and princely Fencer's-ſhow : 
What in his Life he earned by the Awl, 
At Sword and Buckler-Fight he made fly all. 


Sure thou wert drunk; thou couldit not,Cobler,play 


In any Sober Mood, thy Hide away. 
Enough of Shows; now to thy Skins abide : 
Fear what befel the Aſs i'th* Lion's Hide. 


Bp. 17. On Sabidius. 


At ſecond Courſe, where lately I did Dine, 
Hot Tarts were ſerv'd, {o hot, no Hand but thine, 


* Mativs,could touch : Sabidins yet,than they, * Sczvols. 


More hot in Appetite, brooking no ſtay, 

Blew often on them with his pois nous Breath, 
Blaſts of worſe Stench than Rottenneſsand Death. 
Afterthe which, no Man to touch them ſtirr'd - 

He coold the Tarts, but turn'd them to a T---- 


F 2 Ep. 
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Ep. 19. On a Boy ſlung to Death. 


Tn a {weet Grove, where many Shapes were made 


Of Savage Bcafts, t adorn the pleaſant Shade, 


Fr A carvedBear with gaping Jaws did ſtand, 
| '\ - Into whoſe Mouth young Hy/as thruſt his Hand; 
[| And, Childiſh wiſe, provok'd the Bear to bite. 
4 A Viper, lurking in that ſecret Night, 
Quicken'd the Stone with more than Natural Rage, 
And bit the Lad, that fearleſs did engage. 
O hainous Fact! That a dead Bear ſhould do, 
} | What onealive could not be wroughtunto. 


[ 
| Ep. 20. On Canius. 


Tell me my Muſe, how Canzins ſpends his Time 


is In laſting Leaves, and in immortal Rhime, 


# li Does he the Facts of Nero rightly ſtate, 
From Malice and from Flatt'ry free, relate ? 


Light Elegies, or grave Heroicks write ? 


Filly Fel Comick, or the Tragick Strain Delight? 
| Or in the Poers School does Caxins ſit, 


Regaling all with his choice Amick Wit ? 
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Or elſe, being free from Study, does he talk | 
I th! Temples, and the Shady Porches walk ? 
Bathes he ? Or from the City Toyl retir'd, 

Are Fields and Rivers more by him admir'd, 

Baias or Lucrins Sweet Receſs deſir'd ? 

Muſe.] How Canius ſpends his Time, wouldſt have me 
He laughs at all which moſt Men, ſerious, do. (ſow? 


Ep. 21. On a Cruel Maſter. 


A branded Slave unto his proſcrib'd Lord, 
In's higheſt Danger, Safety did afford. 
While thus his Goodneſs did the Cruel ſave, 
Envy with Life unto his Lord he gave. 


Ep. 25+ To Fauſtus- 
It thy hot Bath, Fauſ#us, thou ſeek'ſt to cure, 


*Bove what a Paralitick can endure : f 
Let Orator, Sabinus, enter in 
Nero's hot Baths, he'll make'a cooling Spring. 


Ep. 26+ Oz Candidus. 


1.4 


Thy pleaſant Farm thou doſt enjoy alone, 


Thy Money, Plate, communicates to nane. 
F 3 Alone, 
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Alone, thou, aged Mafick Wine doſt drink, 
Alone thy felf both wiſe and witty think : 
That all thou haſt alone, I yet deny, 
Thy Wite is Common, or the People ly. 


Ep. 27. On Gallus. 


That oft T thee, thou me doſt never call 
'To Sup, I could forgive, if none at all 
Tho did(t invite : But, Churle, thou doſt afford 
To other Gueſts a frequent well-ſerv'd Board. 
W' are faulty Both. In what, doſt bid me name ? 
T for the want of Wit, and thou of Shame. 


Ep. 30. To Gargilianus. 


Money no more, but Meat the Great beſtow, 
For what thou ſtay*ſt at Rome, T fain would know. 
How wilt thou buy a Gown? Hire a dark Cell ? 
Pay for thy Bath ? A Thais keep, canſt tell? 
Garg.] To make 4 littls ſerve, great Head Þ'll give. 


Mar.) Scarce,as things ſtand,'tis worth the Care to 
| | (Live, 


Ep. 
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Ep. 31. To Rufus. 


Thy Land, I yield, ſeems boundleſs to the Eye, 
And near the Town thy pleaſant Farms do lye. 
Numbers of Debtors to thy Lordly Cheſt, 

Croutch, with Choice Fare thy gilded Tables preſt , 
Diſdainnot, Ruf%s, yet, all that are poor ; 
There's greater Rogues than thou that yet have more. 


Ep. 32. To Matrinia, 


Doſt ask, if an old Woman I could wed ? 
An Old I could, Matrinia, not a Dead, 
As thou art. Even Nzobe I could take, 
And Mother Hec#bs a Miſtreſs make: 
But then before they were transform'd fo fur, 
One to a Stone, the other to a Cur. 


Ep: 33. What Wife hed chuſe. 


A Wife of high Deſcent I firſt would wed, 
For want of ſuch, Oe Freed ſhould ſhare my Bed, 
A Slave the laſt, yet if ſhe Noble be 
Ja Form ; I'd chuſe her firſt, of allthe Three. 
F 4 Ep. 
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Ep. 34. On Chione, or Madam Snow. 


Fit and unfit thy Name to thee doth ſhow, 


For Black and Cold thou art, Snow and not Snow. 


Ep. 36. On Fabianus, 


I would not have thee pleat or curl thy Hair, 


qi Through ſlovenly Negle&@, nor Elf-locks wear; 


487 Let not thy Skin with Scurt be over-run, 


p 

\f04 Nicely to blanch and ſleek it, no leſs ſhun; 

| I An Eunuch's Chin afte& not, ſmooth and bare, 
| | | Nor {uch a horrid Beard as Pris ners wear ; 

By a Wiſe Mean avoid the beſt you can, 


To appearleſs, or yet too much, a Man. 
But while thy Limbs we rough and briſly find, 


Effeminate and wanton is thy Mind. | 


Ep. 38. To Sextus. 
(invite | 
Wi Mart.] What Cauſc, what Confidence,Sextus, does 
4 | Thee unto Rome ? What Hope, what Aim ? Recite, | 
Sext.] [han Tully's {elf more pow'rfully PI! plead, 
And none like De, fall the whole Forum lead, | 
| Mart. ] © 
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' Mart. ] (ins and Ateſtinus (both you know) 

* Do plead, but pay not a poor Houſe-rent ſo. 

| Sext.] If nothing this way come, I'll Verſes frame, 

| Yowll ſay, that Virgil did compoſe the ſame. (youſts, 

* Mart] Tiart mad : That cold and tatter'd Crew 

| No leſs than Ovid's all,and/7rgiPs be. three doſpecd 
Sext.] Great Mep Þll court. Mart.) Scarce two or 

| That way, the reſt are pale, and ſtarve thro' need. 

 Sext.] Say, what then ? Counſelto a Friend advance, 

| Mes live at Rome. Mart.) The Honeſt do by chance. 


Ep, 39. On Lycoris. 


4 One-ey'd Lycoris Love's more fair than He 
- Kept Flocks on 14a. How the Blind can ſee ! 


| Ep. 40. On Telelinus. 


For having lent, forſooth, an hundred pound, 
vite | Fromfull-cram'dCheſts,and Wealth that doesabounds 


oes ; Thou think'ſtthat thou much Greatneſs haſt diſ- 
ite, | (play'd . 
; | But that the Grandeur's mine, it may be ſaid : 

+ Who being Poor, ſo great a Sum repay'd. 


rt] Py Ep. 
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Ep» 42. On Polla. 


Thou ſeek'ſt with Fard to ſmooth thy wrinkl'd —_ ! 
Bedaub'ſt thy ſelf, and doſt no Lover win, 
Simple Decays Men caſily paſs by, 

But hid, ſuſpeCt ſome great Deformity. 


Ep: 43- On Lentin. 


Falſe-hair thou wear*ſt to make thee youthful ſhow,| 
A Swan wer't yeſterday, to day a Crow. 


| { | Thou cheats not all, Proſerpine knows thee Grey, J|, 
| Nor will thy Term of Death one Hour delay, 


Bur when it comes, ſnatch Wig and thee away, 


Ep. 44- To Ligurinus. 


That every one, to meet thee, is afraid, 11 
And where thou com'ſt, a Solitude is made. 


Would'ft, Lignrinus, know the Reaſon why ? 


Too much a Poet, Mea do from thee fly. 


And this, I tell thee, is a dang'rous Crime, 
A Scorpion is not fear'd, like ceaſcleſs Rhime ; 
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1 Adder, in the ſcorching Sun, freſh ſprung, 
Tyger newly robbed of her young. 

r, Prithee, who ſuch Tediouſnefs can bear ? 

hou read'ſt to thoſe that fit, that Standing are; 

6 them that Run, to thera that are at Stool ; 
othoſeare in the Bath, at the Fiſh Pool ; 

hat here they cannot Swim,nor wafh them there; 
xr thee reciting Verſes 1g their Ear. 

hey haſte roSup, the Goers thou doſt ftay ; 
ho'd Sup with thee, thou readeſt them away 3 

Weary, and Sick, they lay them down to Sleep, 


Lin, 


OW, 


"pl by Verſes rouſe them, and then waking keep. 


Wouldſt know what Miſchief this to theeſhas bred? 
Thee, a good Man, Learned, Juft, all do Dread. 


Ep. 45. To the ſame. 


| Whether the Sun Thyeſtes Table fled, 
know not ; but all Men thy Table dread : 
Andyet'tis Sumpr'ous, ſerv'd with Coſtly Fars, 


Put what can Reliſh, thou Reciting there ; 

adſt thou no Turbut, were thy Mullets leſs, 

*Bate yſters, Muſbroms, do but hold thy Peace. 

Ar Ep. 
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Ep. 46. To Candidus. 


Thou doſt exaR, that always I attend : 
Tho? I go not, my Freeman I doſend. 
Thou ſay'ft, That's not the ſame. But I think, mor 


] 
[1 When] ſcarce follow'd, he thy Litter bore. 
| | Thowrt throng'd:His boiſtrous Bulk o'erturneth 


[ | My Strength's ingenuous, and my Force but ſm 

#h [ 
[| ? Cauſes thou plead'ſt : I filently ſtand by, p 
| 1 He roars redoubl'd Euge's to the Sky. 

if 


Thou quarrel'ſt: Shame forbids loud Speech to r 
wh But he'll not ſtickto Spend his Mouth for thee. 
| Cand.] There's nought a Friend then ſhould be called 


| \ Mart.] Yes, what a Slave, Candides, cannot do. 


c 
q1 bi 
| (| Ep- 50. On Ligurinus: D 


| | But for one Cauſe thou doſt thy Friends invith 
| That thou thy Verſes mayſt to them recite. | 
We arebut {ct when with the Sallet's brought, 


A huge vaſt Tome, full with thy Poems fraught; n 
A ſecond's read, while yet the firſt Courle ſtays, 
0 
A third and fourth the ſecond Courſe delays ; þ 
Bel 


bn ib.III. 


fore we riſe, a fifth Book we do ſee 3 
ld Boar, ſo often ſerv'd, would nauſeous be. 
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[ſy wicked Verſe condema to wrap-up Fiſh, 
r when thou ſupp'ſt alone, make *em thy Diſh. 


mor Ep. 52. To Tongelinus. 


Thy Houſe was lately, Toxgeline, burnt down, 


Chance too frecquent in a Populous Town. 
Price o'er thy Loſs has been repair'd by Friends: 
dſt thou not fire thy Houſe, to get Amends? | 


to Ep. 55. On Gellia, 


ky That Shops of Odours ſeem with thee to go, 
Bod rich Perfumes thou doft around thee throw: 
bink not this much, 'tis not thy Natural Smell, 


Dog, like thee, embalm'd, would ſcentas well. 


nvi Ep. 58. To Baſlus, on Fauſtinus Farm 


E Fauſtinus Farm, O Baſſas! is not fraught 


t, : | 
rhe th Idle Myrtles, into Order brought ; x 
'k | 
cre no trim'd Box, or barren Plane Tree's found, 

vfilla vaſt unprofitable Ground : 


, f 


Beſy 


VS, 


Bur 
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But happy 'tis in rude and fertile Fields, 
Which Ceres Gifts in-every Corner yield ; 
There Veſſek fragrant {mell with Autumn Fruit; 
And when Nowenter's pait, and Time does ſuit, 


Therough hew'd Hind late Grapes does homeward 
{bring 


While Vallics round with lowing Kine do ring, 
' And Luft, the yet unhorned Herd, does ſting. 
The ſtraggling Cohorts of the ſordid Pens 
Pth' Yards are ſcen, Cocks treading Rhodtar 
Partridges ſpeckled, Peacocks gay and fair, 
Who in their Trains doſeeming Jewels bear 3 
Pheſants, which firſt from impiaus Colchos came, 
The Birds which to Red Feathers owe their Nan: 
Streak'd Turkies, Geeſe loud cackling and ſhrill, 
All with their Noiſe and grateful Numbers fill; 
While the Doves greeting from the Tow'rs you he 
Sleck Culvers mourning here, ſoft Turtles there, 7 
The greedy Swine purſue the Houſewife's Pal 7 
And full bagg'd Ews, th” expeCting Lambs ne'eri T 
Children ſurround the large Fire ſhining brig| 5 
Which on the Lares caſtsa chearful Light, 'G 
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None here to Labour, backward are, and Þbth, 

| None pallid and unhealthy ſeen through Sloth : 

uit; } But Gins for Birds, and Lines for Fiſh prepare, 

uit, | Pitch Toyls to catch the light-foot Deer, or Hare. 

wary The Orchards plain the merry Maids employ ; 

Even Boys of the beſt Rank their Tasks enjoy, 

”? | Obeythe Bayliff, not conſtrain'd by Fear, 

a 8: they Delight ſome Rural-Work to ſhare. 
The Ruſtick there brings not a vain, Salute, 

But Gifts his Ave {peak, while he 1s mute : 


Preſents Ambroſian Honey from the Bees, 
A Dormouſe from the Woods, or a Cream-Cheelſc ; 


Ta'n from the Shaggy Goats a bleating Kid, 
Or elſe a Capon, Venus Sports forbid. 
The homely Country Maids in Baskets bear 
Their Mothers Gifts, ſomething that's choice and rare. 
And when the Day is paſt, and his Work done, 
The welcom Neighbour, a glad Gueſt, does come, 
| To the frank Board, from which no Meats ſet by, 
The next day's Scant Proviſion to ſupply. 
Servants, well-fed themſelves, from Envy free, 
' Grudge not, when they the Gueſts full gorged ſee. 
Bur, 
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But, Baſſ*s, thy trim Vi1/2 joyns the Town, 
And for its Paint and Spruceneſs ſeeks Renown : 
No Country uſcful Sordures thee annoy, 
But Neat and ſplendid Want thou doſt enjoy : 
From ſtately Rooms, fair Laurels ſtrike thy Eye, 
Which fear not Thieves, were no Priapus by. 
And whento ſee thy Farm, thou Time canſt find, 
With City Meal thou feed'it thy Country Hind: 
And Herbs, E2g5, Apples,Cheeſe,fromRome doſt bear, 
Ail which thou ought, in reaſon, to find there. 
Call nctthis Toy thy Country Houſe for ſhame, 
Letthe Remote Forlorae Houſe bs its Name. 


Ep. 60. On Ponticus. 


When now a Gueſt, no Hireling, as of yore, 
Me, the ſame Cheer, why ſets thou not before, 
Thou doſt thy ſelf? Oyſters are ſerv*dto thee, 
Fatted in Lucrize Lake, but unto me 
Mulcles, which in Vileneſsas muchexcell, 
That cut my Lips with their accurſed Shell; 
And while the Choice!t Muſhroms are thy fare, 


For me thou potſonous 'i'oadſtools doſt prepare ; 
With 
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With a large Trout, or Turbut thou doſt deal, 

But I, on Spratsor Pilchards, make my Meal ; 

A well cram'd Fowl regalios thee again, 

But me ſome Carion-thing ſtarv'd inthe Pen. 


When with thee, why not with thee do I cat ? 
. My * Dole is loſt, not mended by thy Meat. 


, * The Emperour ordered that inſtead of the Sportula (which was a kind 
of Dole ) Clients ſhould be invited ro Supper, but the Rich Men were 
ſo ſordid, that they eat of one ſort of Meat themſelves, and gave ano- 
ther to their Clients, 


Ep. 61, On Cinna. 


- What cer thou begg'ſt,' Tis Nothing,thou doſtcry, 
If it be Nothing, Nothing 1 deny. 


Ep. 62. On QuinCtus. 


-N That with vaſt Sums, Boys in their Beauty's prime . 

Thon buy'ſt, drink-ſt only Wine of Numas time, 

Thy Stuff, of dayly Uſe, did Hundreds coſt, 

Common with thee, but what a Prince might boatt. 

That thy gilt Coach was purchaſt at the Rate 

| Ofa fair Houſe » One Mule of an Eſtate. 

| ThinkKt thou,a larger Mind thou ſhew'ſt from hence? 
They're Little Souls delight in Great Expence, 


» 
S 
'9 
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Ep. 63. On Cotilus 


Men, (otilus, a Gallant do proclaim : 

But ſay, who's he deſerves « Gallant's Name ? 

A Gallants one can order well his Hair, 

And ſcatter round him a perfumed Air, 
Warble ſoft Tunes of Italy and France, 

With various Graces move him in the Dance 3 
Of Ladies Chat fit Umpier all the Day, 

And ſtill have ſomething in their Ear to ſay; 
Love-Letters read to one, to others, write ; 
Whom nought, like Ruffling of his Clothes affright; 
Runs to all Feaſts, can, who loves whom, arread; 
Tell Pedigrees of Horſes, and their Breed. 

Is this, Is this, a Gallant then to be ? 

A Gallant's then a Trifling Thing, T ſee. 


Ep. 64. On Canius. 


The Seamen's merry Ruin, killing Joy, 
The Syrens, who with Melody deſtroy, 
"That ſly Ulyſſes had the Pow'r to leave, 
When all beſides, with Charms, they did deceive. 


it; 


wh 
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I wonder not : But this I ſhould admire, 
From Cayiss fett'ring Tongue could he retire. 


Ep. 63. On the Kiſſes of a fatr Maid; 


As Smells the fragrant Fruit, when bit by thee, 
The Flowring Grapesfirſt blooming on the Free, 
SpringMeadows, when freſhcrop'd byCowsthey be 
The Air, rich Saffron Beds, do from them yield ; 
A Myrtile Grove, Arabian {picy Field ; 

The Flavour, Musk and Amber chaf*d reſpire : 
Sabean Gums, when they make pale the Fire ; 

The freſh Glebe ſprinkl'd with a Sumers Show'r; 
ThyLocks when on them thou choiceNard doſt pour: 
So redolent, coy Maid, thy Kiſſes are ! 

If freely given, what with them might compare? 


Ep. 66, On Mark Anthony. 


Photin and Anthony like Crimes do ſtain, 
Pompey by one, by th other Tully (lain. 
Tully, Rome's Tongue, deſerv'dly might be faic ; 
Pompey, as juſtly, her triumphant Head. 
G 2 Yet 
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Yet Antony o th' Two, thy Guilt was more, 
He ſinned on's Lords, thou ſian'ſt on thine own Score. 


Ep. 68. To his modeſt Matron Reader. 


To thee, Grave Matron, hitherto my Book 
I write. Tow'rds whom, doſt ask, the reſt doth look ? 
My Self, the Race, the Baths ; retire thou then, 
We ſtrip, forbear to look on Naked Men. 
Well-ſoak'd, Terpſichore weighs not what ſhe ſays, 
Niceneſs, *mong Cups and Roſes down ſhe lays; 
And tho”, without Diſguiſe, ſhe plainly names, 
Tn broadeſt Terms, what yearly Roman Dames 
To Venus offer, cares not who her blames ; 
"Tis that, I mean, our Hinds in Gardens place, 
And Maids peep at, with Hands before their Face. 
If now I know thee, tho' my Book before 
Tir'd thee, thou'it eager be to read it or. 


Ep. 69. To Coſconius. 


That all thy Epigrams thou doſt indite 


in cleaneſt Terms, not one broad Word doſt write, 
[| 


LE IRA. 
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I praiſe, admire ; how Chaſt alone thou art ; 

Such Crimesmy Pages ſhew in ev'ry Part, 

The which, the waggiſh Youth and Maids approve, 
The Older too, who feel the Sting of Love. 

But yet, I muſt confeſs, thy Holy Verſe 

Deſerves much more with Children to converſe. 


G 3 LIB, 
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— —— ——— _ _——— 


L I B. IV. 


—— $— -. 


Ep- 1. On Czſars Birth-Day. 


Aſars bright Birth-Day's to be honour'd more 


Than Joves, on 1da's Top by Rhea bore. 
May Rome this Days Return more often ſee, | 


Than aged Neſtor, thine was ſeen by thee. 

And, than the Preſent, ſtill more glorious be. 

May he on Earth (his Head adorn'd with Gold) 

Keep Pallas Feaſt ; as Preſident behold 

The Poets and the Rhetors Strife, and Crown 

With's mighty Hand the higheſt in renown. 

May he the Secular Games, none twice e'er ſaw, 

Bchold; be privileg'd beyond Natures Law. 
Great thingsI ask,but which from Heaven are due, 

For ſuch a Prince too much we cannot ſue, 


Ep. 


\ 


ore 


C 
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Ep. 5. To Fabianus. 


(agree, 
Mar. Poor, and Upright, whoſe Tongue and Heart 


What doſt Propoſe, in coming Rome to ſee ? 

Canſt a& the Baud, or boog-Companions Part ? 
Know?ſt thou the Criers or Informers Art ? 

Canſt thou debauch the Wife of thy beſt Friend ? 
Thy Strength on Luſtful Aged Madams ſpend; 
Canſt ſell Court Air ? Flatter the Upſtart Great? 
Canus and Glaphyrus ith? right-way treat? py 20, 
How, wretch, wilt live ? F45.] By Faith's true Square 


Mar.) Thou dream'ſt, thoult ne'er be* Ph:ilomelns (o. 
* Rich as a Fidler of that Name. 


Ep 8. To Euphemus. 


Thetwo firſt Hours o'th' Great conſumed are, 
The third in Lawyers Pleadings at the Bar z 
The Trades of Rome the fourth and fifth employ, 
The ſixth ſome Reſt, the ſeventh all Reſt enjoy : 
From eight to Nine in Exerciſe is ſpent, 
The ninth on Feaſting all Mea are intent : 
The Tenth hour's proper for my Book and me. 
And Euphem thou whodoſt the Board cer-lce, 

G 4 And 
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And order our Great Lords Ambrofian Fare, 
When NeQar has diflolv'd his publick Care, 
His mighty Hand the ſober Cup does hold, 

To introduce my Mirth, thou may'ſt be bold. 
My Muſe forbears licentiouſly to rove, 

P th' Morn, whea ſerious, toimportune Jove. 


Ep: 10. To Fauſtinus. 


While yet my Book 1s new, its Leaves ſcarce dry, 
But even the chary'ſt Touch they fear and fly; 
To Fauſtin, Boy, this little Gift preſent, 
He firſt deſerves my Toys ſhou'd him be ſent : 
But furniſh'd with a Sponge be ſure togo 3 
My Book, tis fit, ſhou'd be attended ſo. 
That if my Verſe Fauſtinus cannot tend 
To Purge, One Blot may all my Failiogs mend. 


Ep. 11. On Ant. Saturninus. 


While thou wert proud to bear Antonio's name, 
And that of Saturnizus didit diſclaim ; 
Thou Armsin Germany 'gainſt Ceſar bore, 
As Anthony in Egypt did bctore, 
What. 


Y 


at. 
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What Fate attends that Name did(t thou not fear ? 
Of his Diſgrace at Aium never hear? 

Or did the Rhexe promile Succels to thee, 

Tho' Nzle to him deny'd the Viftory ? 

That famous Anthony, by Rome's Sword, did fall; 
Compar'd to thee, who Cz/ar we might call. 


Ep. 13. Upon the Marriage of Pudens and 
Claudia Peregrina. 


This Day my Padens to fair Claudia's wed, 
gwell the Joys, Hymer, of their Nuprtial Bed. 
So Musk with Amber Men do fitly joyn, 
$0 Attick Honey mix with Maſſick Wine, 
$0 Elms, embrac'd by Vines, do beauteous ſtand ; 
50 Reeds do Waters grace ; ſo Myrtles Land! 
Concord, keep all between them ever fair, 
And equal Love unite the equal Pair ; 
Let them not find their Flame grows ever Cold, 
Or think each other, when they are ſo, Old. 
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Ep. 14. ToSilius Italicus. 


Si/lius, the Muſes Glory and Renown 
Whoſe weighty Verſe pow'rfully preſſes down 
The P#nique Falſhood, makes their barb'rous Rage 
Stoop to Rome's Valour, which it durſt engage ; 
Their Elephants, to our Eagles, quit the Fieldz 
Hannibal's Wiles, to Scipio's Honour yield. 

The timecommands thou ſerious Thoughts lay-by, 
Now in December that the rattling Die. 
In ev'ry place does make a loud Report, 
And the moſt ſage indulge unto the Sport. 
My Book, deep drench'd in Mirth, thou may'(ſt allow 
This Month to read with a relaxed Brow. 
Catullss now may his flight * Sparrow ſend 
To mighty Mars, and the AR defend. 


* A Poem fo call'd. 
Ep. 1c. To Cecilianus, 
Ten pound thou begg'd(t tro borrow th' other Day, 
Which ſpeedily, thou promis'd, to repay. 
T had it not (as civil) I did lay. 
But 


low 
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But thou, by a Friends Viſit, much ſurpriz'd, 
To borrow of me filver Plate devis'd. 


Art thou a Fool ? or me doſt one ſuppoſe ? 
When tenT would not, fifty Pound I'd loſe : 


Ep. 18, On a Boy kilF'd by an leicle, 


At Fountain-gate, whoſe Stones do always drop, 
Near to the Porch an hundred Columns prop; 
A pondrous Stream, by Cold, congeal'd to Glals; 
Fell on a Lad, as he the Arch did paſs: 
Soon as the Wretch the fatal Blow had felt, 
The ſharpen'd Ice in the warm Wound did melt. 
What can reſtrain thee, Death? Where art not found? 
When Water, like a Sword, can cut and wound ? 


Ep. 20. On Gellia and Cerellia. 


Cerellia, Young, affefts to ſay, ſhe's Old. 
Old Gellia, *'mong the Girls, would be enroll. 
What either does, Colinus, canſt digeſt ? 
The Young One plays the Fool, the Old the Beaft. 


Ep. 
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Ep. 21. On Selius. 


Selius affirms, in Heav'n no Gods there are, 
And while he thrives,and they their Thunder ſpare, 
His daring Tenet to the World ſeems fair. 


Ep. 24- On Lycoris. 


Lycoris Friends are rarely of long Life, 
I wiſh ſhe were acquainted with my Wife. 


Ep. 26. On Poſthumus. 


For not attending on thee a whole Year, 
What I have loſt thereby, Poſthumus, hear. 
Five hundred Pence, at leaft, upon this Score. 


'Tis much : a Gown would yet have coſt me more, 


Ep. 27. To Domitian. 


My Books thou often graceſt with thy Praiſe, 
Tho? Malice it denies, thou oft giveſt Bays ; 
Nor only by thy Words, this Truth is known, 
But Honours too, which thou, canſt give, alone; 


Envy 


Ore, 
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Envy toblack my Fame, yet goes on ſtill, 
Ceſar give more, till thou the Envious kill, 


Ep. 29. To Pudens. 


The Number of my Books does them much Wrong, 
The Reader's tir'd and glutted withtheir Throng ; 
Scarce things take moſt, firſt Fruits pleaſe thoſe are 
Roſes in Winter bear the higheſt Price : (nice, 
Reſerv*dneſs recommends a beauteous Whore, 

Her opening, not to all that come, her Dore. 
Perſeus One Book's more celebrated far, 

Than Marſus bulky Amazonian War. 

Reading a Book of mine, feign there's no more; 
Thus of my Wit thou't make the greater Store. 


Ep. 31- On Hippodamus. 


That in my Book tart nam'd, thou'dſt have it ſaid, 
And think'ſt it there an Honour to be read. 
May Inot live, but grateful 'tis to me, 
And in my Verſe, moſt gladly,”thou ſhould'ſt be ; 
Eut that on thee a Name Men did impoſe, 
$0 harſh, that will with no ſoft Numbers cloſe, 
Which 
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Which Phzbus, and the whole Pieriar Quire, 


Could not in Muſick ſing, ſhould all conſpire. 


Aſſume ſome Name more fweetly then that ſounds, 
Hippodamus the Muſes all confounds. 


Ep. 32. On a Bee encloſed in Amber. 


A Drop of Amber did a Bee enclofe 
Hid from the Touch but to the Eye expole. 
Thus it deſerv*d, and thus defir'd to die, 
After much Labour foentomb'd to lie. 


Ep. 3 3. On Sofibianus, 


Thouſay'ſt, twaſt Poems by thee of great Worth. 
Why doſt thou not, Soſbiax, bring them forth ; 
Thy Heirs, thou ſay'ſt, will cauſe them to be read, 
”Tis pity *tis not done, and thy ſelf dead. 


Ep. 35. On Deer fuhting. 


The tim'rous Deer againſt themſelves make Head, 
The Fight forſake not, till they both lie Dead : 
The Dogs look'd on, Huntsmen amaz'd appear, 


No Prey, Employment found for either here. 


In 


rth. 
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In ſofteſt Breaſts what mov'd a Rage ſo high ? 
Bulls ruſh on Bulls, and ſtouteſt Men fo die. 


Ep. 37. On Aﬀer. 


Corants does a hundred to me owe; 
Mancinus three ; Albins twice this 3 {ſo 
Sabinus doth ; Serranus Ten ; I know 
A ſixth, ten more : Then from my Lands do come, 
My Flocks, and City Rents, a vaſter Sum, 
This thou, whole Days, relateſt, and I retain 
With that ExaQuneſs, as I do my Name. 
Say not, to what thy Income does amount, 
But ſomething tell, which turas to my Account : 
I cannot hear thee, Gratis, thus excite, 


Be thy Tales true or falſe, my needy Appetite. 
Ep. 39. On Charinus. 


Charinus, Thou'ſt a rare Colletion made 
OfSilver Works, both maſly and oer-laid ; 
Alone doſt Mirons, Scopus pieces ſhow, 
What Mentor and Praxetiles could dos 
Alone 
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Alone doſt Ph:aias noble Gravings vaunt, 
Alone the true Grantianas doſt not want 3 
Encha ſed Goblets of Pure Spaniſh Oar, 
All double gilt, thy Fathers Table bore. 
What in theſe Wonder's to be wonder'd moſt, 
A Penny Current-Coyn thou canſt not boaſt. 


Ep. 40. On Poſthumus. 


Tho Pifos Stem ſpeaks great Nobility, 
Seneca ſhews a threefold,Pedigree, { 
And both their Courts tomy Acceſs are free ; ; 
Yet my Salutes to thee I firſt did bring, 
Poor, and a Knight, but unto me a King : 
Ten Years, twice told, in Amity we led, 
One Table ſerv'd us, and One common Bed. 
Thou'rt noble now and Rich,canſt throw away; 
What to our Ancient Friendſhip wilt thou Pay ? 
I may expe& : butthou haſt Nought to lay. 
Grown old a Patron I can't ſeek, tho' Poor. 
On me, or Faith, haſt thou impoſed more ? 


Ep. 


De Fa 4 


Ep. 
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Ep. 41. On a bad Poet, 


When thou thy Poems doſt recite, for Fear 
Of catching Cold, Furr *bout thy Neck doſt wear. 
This fitter were for th' Ears of them that hear. 


Ep. 42. To Flaccus. 


If I could ſuch obtain, asI deſire, 
Hear then what Beauty, F/accns, I admire, 
One born in Ez2ypr, @ tli firſt place Id chuſe 3 
Such artificia! Charms none elle do uſe ; 
I'd have her Skin white as the driven Snow, 
From that ſwarth Clime the fair do faireſt ſhow z 
Her Eyes with Stars ſhould vie, her flowing Hair 
Fall on her Neck, which I to Curls prefer. 
Her Forehead ſhould be ſmooth, well ſhap'd her Noſe, 
Her lovely Lips a Roſie red diſcloſe ; 
Sometimes I'd have her kind, and ſometimescoy, 
In no Man's Courtſhip, but mine own, tojoy ; 
Young Men to hate, even her own Scxto fear, 


To others Ice, to me a Maid appear. 
Fl Now 
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Now, Flaccus, I forcknow, what thou wilt ſay. 
Czlia, my (ia, thou doſt here diſplay, 


Ep. 44 On Veſuvius. 


Behold Veſuvius green cer while, and ſtor'd 
With Vines which did the nobleſt Juice afford. 
Bacchus, this Hill, bove Ny/as gid advance, 
His Satyrs, here, did moit delightto dance. 
Venns no Seat, like this, did hold fo dear, 
'The Hercz/iaz Fanc {hon here without a Peer. 
All now 1n Cinders lies, and Gods reſent 


The Loſs; their Pow'r, they had to hurt repent. 
Ep. 49. To Flaccus, 


Rightly of Epigrams thou doſt not deem, 
ho Toys and Sport, Flaccus dolt them eſteem, 
He toys and trifles more, who does declare 
_ Thyefles Board, and Tereus impious Fare 3 
Dedalus fitting waxen Wings to fly 
And Monſter Po/zphemnus with one Eye. 
All Tragick Themes I banith from my Muſe, 
Nor huffing Buskin-Language do I ule, 
But 


But 
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But theſe, thou ſay it, Men praiſe, admire, adore. 
Praiſe theſe they may, but yet they read mine more» 


Ep. C3o On a counterfeit C "mick. 


He who 1 th* Temples, you ſo oiten meet, 
In publick Porches, Coſmus, and the ſtreet, 
With Bag and Staff, naſty, and antique drels'd, 
His Hair an End, Beard hanging down his Breal 3 
Who for a Cloke, a Coverlet does ulc, 
Barkes for his Meat, the Givers of t abuſ: ; 
A Cynick to be thought, does make this Stir : 
But he no Cynick 1s, What then ? A Cur. 


Ep. 54. On Colinus. 


As thou Colizzs tothy high Renown 
From all Contenders, bor*lt the Oaken Crown ; 
It wiſe, thy Days in genial Pleaſures [pend, 
Asif each Day determin'd were thy wnd. 
None with the Parceever could prevail, 
Their Lives, onc Hour beyond their Time, to bail, 
Altno more rich than Crifpss 3 T ira/ea, bold ; 
Than Melir they a nobler Port Gid hold ; 

H 2 The 
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The Siſters Web unchangeable doth run, 
And one ſtill cuts, what t' other two have ſpun. 


Ep. 56. On Gargilianus. 


That thou largePreſents ſend'ſt the Rich and Old, 
Would'ſ have it for thy Glory to be told ? 
There'snone, like thee, deſerves a Sordid Pame, 
Who, thy vile Snares, dar'ſt gen'rous Preſents name. 
Call too a Hook, by which the Fiſh are ta'en, 
A'Giftz the Train by which wild Beaſts are ſlain. 

What *tisto give, doſt thou deſire to know ? 

Oa me, can nought return, thy Wealth beſtow. 


Ep. 59. On aV/iper incloſed in Amber. 


As'mong the Poplar Boughs a Viper crawls, 
TheLiquidGum upon him ſtruggling falls : 
With Drops alone, while wond'ring, to be held, 
He ſtraight withtn the Amber was congeal'd. 
Then of thy Tomb,proud* Queen think not too high. 
A Worm far nobler here entomb'd doth lie. 


* Cleopatra, 


Ep. 
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Ep. 60. On Death: 
When Leo rages with the Summers Sun, 
From peſtilential Climates never run 
Since, in the wholeſom'ſt, and the pureſt Air, 
The Deſtines Croatins did not ſpare. 
When thy Time's come, Deathfrom no placeis bound, 
* Sardinia, in the midſt of * Tybur's found. 


* Wholeſome and unwholeſome Places are alike. 


Ep. 61. On Mancinus. 


Two Thouſand Pound lately to thee befell, 
Thou with a fleering vaunting Face didfſt tell. 
Scarce four Days paſs'd, while thou and I did walk 
I th' Poets School, of hundreds thou did(t talk 
In Robes which rich Pomp1//a to thee ſent; 
Thou ſwor'ſt that Baſſa did to thee preſent 
A true Sardonix, with it's triple Lines ; 

And Czlia gave thee two fair Agmarines. 

I th' Theatre, as wedid hear the Song, 

More yet thou told'{t, that did to thee belong ; 
Even haſting, and in Motion to depart, 


Ofa late Heirſhip News thou did(t impart. 
H 3 What 
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What have thy Friends deſerv'd of thee o ill, 
That them, with Envy, thou delight'ſt to kill ? 
If pleaſing things to blab, thou canſt not hold ; 
Some Good to us, Ill to thy ſelf, unfold. 


Ep. 66. On Linus. 


A country Life, Lizus, thowaſt ever led, 
More mean, more homely, nothing can be ſaid ; 
A curtail Gown, on Feſtivals alone, 
Thou wor'(t, and wor'ſt but every ten Years one ; 
- Thy Foreſt, unbought Hare and Boar, did yield, 
Fat Thruſh, thy beaten Woods and neighb'ring Field; 
Thy River, Fiſh afforded, being ſought; 
Thy Wine was all, from thine ownVineyard, brought: 
No lovely Boys from Egypt did adorn 
'Thy Board, butruſtick, at thine own Farm born : 
And if thy luſt inflamed was with Wine, 
'The fouleſt Drab thou never didit decline ; 
No Loſs thou haſt receiv'd by Seca or Land, 
By gaming deep, and an unlucky Hand ; 
When ſo thou wer't diſpos'd to pals the Day, 
Nuts thou did ſtake, or ciſe with Nuts didft play 
Say 


Lib.IV. Martial's Eprgrams. 99 
Say where's the vaſt Eſtate, th' immoderate 4 


Thy Mother left 2 What is of all become ? 
All's gone. *Tis a hard thing that thou haſt done, 


Ep. 67. On a Pretor. 


Gaurus, in's Need, did of the Prztor pray 
A hundred Pound, grown in his Friendſhip grey : 
And faid, that Sum would give him a juſt Right 
To all the Honours of a Roman Knight. 
But he reply'd : An hundred Pound I uſc 
P th' Race to ſpend, nor this will me excule : 
Ah, ſhames it not, ingrate thy Friend to (light! 
To give a Horſe, what thou deny [ta Kaight ? 


Ep. 68. To Sextus. 


My Meſs coſt cheap, thine the profuſeſt Sum; 
ToSup, not envy, Sext#s, I did come. 


Ep. 69. To Papilus. 
Pure Maſſick Wine thoudoſt not only drink, 
But giv'ſt thy Gueſts : tho ſome this do not think. 
Four Wives, *tis {aid, thy Flaggon caus'd to die ; 
This I believe not, yet not thirſt to try. 
H 4 Ep, 
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Ep. 70, Oz Ammianus. 


Nought t? Ammiazus did his Father leave 
can now Conceive, 


But a dry Halter. W 
His Fathers Life hFpladly would revive; 
Who wilh'd him often Dead, when yet alive ? 


Ep. 72. To Quintus. 


To give my Books to thee, thou doſt implore : 


But I have none; the Bookſeller has Store. 
Thou ſay'ſt, one ſober will ſuch Trifles buy, 
Thou art not yet ſo Mad, No moream I, 


Ep. 73. On Veltinus. 


Veftinus drawing now his lateſt Breath, 
And ready to reſign hisSoul to Death, 
The fatal Siſters he did humbly pray, 
Of his near End to make a little ſtay ; 
That Dead t' Himſelf, to Others he might Live. 
Way to ſuch Pious Vows the Fates did give. 
Then parting his vaſt Wealth, he left the Light, 
Szeming now full of Years to take his Flight, 

Ep. 
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Ep. 74. Upon Deer fighting. 


See how the tim'rous Herd 1n Fight engage ! 
How fearful Deer expreſs the fierceſt Rage! 
Death from themſelves they are not ſeen to fear ! 
Ceſar, ſet on the Dogs, to ſave the Deer. 


Ep. 75. On Nigrina. 


Thou higheſt Glory of a Latias Wife, 
Bleſt in thy Spouſe, bleſt, NVigrize, in thy Life. 
Him Maſter of thy Birth-right thou didſt make, 
Joying, in all thou hadſt, he ſhould partake. 
Evaane periſh'd inthe Fun'ral Flame, 
Nor cheaper did Alcefte purchaſe Fame. 
But thou thy Faith, by ſurer ways doſt prove, 
And need'ſt not Death to teſtify thy Love, 


Ep. 76. On a niggard Friend 


Ten poundIT begg'd,with half thou didſt me ſpeed; 
Next time Þ'll ask thee, twice what I have need. 


Ep. 
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Ep. 77. On Zollus. 


I neer begg'd Riches from the Gods before, 
Well pleas'd with whatT had and to be poor: 
But, Wart, now get thee hence, Heav'n grant me 
Whence comes this ſudden new Deſire of Pelf ? (Store 
T'd fain ſce envious Zorlus hang himſelf. 


Mn a a 6 oa oc 5. 


Ep. 78. On Varus: 


Varns, did lately me to Supper call, 
The Table Sumptuous was, the Supper ſmall; 
Loaden it was with weight of Gold, not Meat ; 
Much to be Seen was ſerv'd, little to Eat 3 
Varus, our Mouths, not Eyes, to fealt ware here; M 
Take hence thy Plate, or fill't with better Cheer. | 5, 


Ep. 79. On Afer. 
When thou no leſs than fixty Years haſt told, 


Thy filver Hairs and wan Face ſpake thee Old : I 
Yet thou art ſcen, through all the Town to run Of 
Reſtleſs, no vouthful Offices to ſhun; H 


At 
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At 
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At early Morn thou great Mens Chairs doſt meet, 
And them, with thy Officious Aves greet 3 

A Tribune comes not forth, but thou attendſt ; 
Thy Service, unto both the Conſuls, lend'(t. 

Ten times a Day thou climb'ſt the Palace Hill, 
None but* Sizerios and * Parthezios fill nd q 
Thy Mouth; thole Fav*rite Names, which while thou 
Thou think'ſt,that thou thy ſelf no greatneſs wanr'ſt. 
This Youth may do: But what ſo wretched Tool, 


As a decrepid and Ambitious Fool ? 


* The Emperors two Favourites. 


Ep. 80, To Matho. 


(more 
Thowaſt bought my Farm, where thou wert ever 


My Gueſt. Tart plainly cheated, on the Score 
Pave ſcld thee that, which was thine own before. 


Ep. 81. On Matho. 


Tho in a Feaver, Matho, thou doſt plead : 
If this not Madneſs ſeems, the more thow'ſt need 
Of Hellebore : thou pleadeſt in a Fit, 
Hadſt thou no other way to ſweat, 'twere Wit. 
But 
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But Great thou thiak'ſt it, feav'riſh not to ceaſe : 
Sec*ſt not, *tis greater then to hold thy Peace. 


Ep. 84. On Nevolus. 


In proſp'rous State, none's fo ill-natur'd found ; 
In Adverſe, none in Good does more abound ; 
When thou art ſafe, ReſpeCt, Regard, to none 
Thou pay'ſt, none worthy of thy ſelf thow'lt own : 
But in Diſtreſs, to ſtoop thou canſt endure, 

T' oblige. 'Tis pity thou ſhouldſt be ſecure. 


Ep. 86. On Ponticus. 


Thy Cup's of China, ours of Glaſs. Why fo ? 
That we thy Sordid Uſage may not know, 
One Glaſs two Sorts of Wine, would plainly ſho, 


Ep. 88. On Baſla- 


Baſſa, a Little Child has ever near, 
Which ſhe does call her Play-fellow and Dear : 
For ſuch yet cares not, if you'll Credit Fame. 
How then? She ſoiſts, and the Child bears the blame. 


Ep. 


If 
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Ep. 89. On his Country Life. 


When to my Farm retir'd, how I do live 
Ifany ask; this ſhort account I give, 

The Gods at the firſt Light, I do adore ; 
And place this Care, all other Cares before. 
My Grounds I viſit then, and Servants call, 
And their juſt Tasks I do impoſe on all. 
[Study next, rouſe my Poetick Vein, 

My Body then anoint, and gently ſtrain 
With ſome mect Exerciſe; exult in Mind 
At ev'ry Turn, my ſelf both free to find 
From Crimes and Debts. Laſt,I bath,ſup,laugh,drink, 
eſt, ſing, reſt, and onall that paſſes, think. 
A little Lamp, the while ſends, forth a Ray, 
Which to my Nightly Studies makes a Day. 


L1B 
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Ep. 1. To Czfar: 


Wm. ” thy 4/62 Mount thy Station be 

Where thou theProſpeCt haſt, on one fide, 

Diana's Grove on th* other ; or before, (Sea, 

This, if Cazetas Bay delight thee more, 

The Hill nam'd from the Daughter of the Sun, 

Or where the Anxurs wholeſome Streams do run. 
O Health and Safety of the publick State ! 

Whoſe Evils as our own, we deprecate ; 

And whom, when proſprrous and we happy ſec, 

Grateful we then believe the Gods to be. 

Receive this little Book, I to thee ſend, 

Only a gracious Hand vouchſafe t* extend; 


F1l think thou read'it it, tho' thou cait it by, 
Pleas'd with a * Gallick, rude Credulity. 


* As 'tisſaid in theſe Days with a Teagiſh Simplicicy. 
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Ep. 2. Tohzs Readers. 


To Matrons, Virgins, and unriper Boys, 
| dedicate theſe Leaves of chaſter Toys; 


And Wit, not broadly Bawdy, wholly ſlight; 
My firſt four Books, for them, I did indite. 
In this my fifth, ſo with Rome's Lord I drole, 


As he may read, and Pals not controle. 


Thoſe whom obſcene, and wanton Verſedelight, 2 


Ep. 6. To the Muſes. 


If what Iask, appears to you not great, 
0 Muſes ! your Parthenius thus intreat. 

May thy Old Age come late, and happy End : 
Ceſar be ſafe, and, tothe laſt, your Friend ; 
So above Envy may you ever be, 
Your Son a Scheme of all your Vertues ſce. 
As you this timirous baſhful Book ſhall grace 
When in the ſacred Preſence 'cis in place. 
To you the Princes Gracious Moods arc known, 
When with ſereneſt Looks, and moſt his own, 
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He ſhineson all, who to his Throne addreſs, 
And meaſures Bounty out to each Diſtreſs. 

Nor apprehend, this trifling gilded Book, 

Aims at High things, does for great Matters look ; 
You need not offer't, hold it in your Hand, 

As one deſigning nothing to demand : 

If the Nine Siſters Patron I do know, 

Himſelf will you command the Book to ſhow. 


Ep. 7. To Vulcan. 


The Phenix, whena thouſand Years expire, 
Renews a glorious Youth again by Fire : 
So Rome decay'd through Age, a new does ſhine, 
And {hews a Countenance, like her Lords, Divine 
Digeſt old Grudges, Vulcan, we do pray, 
Tho? Mars's Nation, we do allo ſay 
Weare Venus Off-ſpring, ſo may ſhe forget, 
The Shame thou brought'ſt her by the Lemnian Net, 
VWiti beauteous and with patient Arms embrace, 
Thy limping Carcaſs, andthy ſooty Face. 
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Ep. 8. On Phaſis. 


While Phaſis in the Theatre of late, 
Phefis in Purple ſhining did dilate 
On th' Empe*ror's Edit, which each Order grac'd, 
And cording to their Dignity them plac'd. 
Theſe {ſwelling Words, big with Conceit, he ſpake. 
At length we Nobles here our Eaſe may take, 
Regard's had of us, and our Seat's ſet out, 
W are neither preſsd, nor dirty'd, by the Rout. 
While, lolling, thus he did the Rout deſpiſe, 
The Lzor bids his Saucy Purple riſe. 


Ep. 9- On Symmachus. 


I droop'd ; ſtraight Symmachus to me does bie, 
An hundred Quacks bearing him Company ; 
An hundred frozen Hands my Pulle did crave, 
Before I had no Ague, now I have. 


Ep. 10, On the Fame of Poets. 


What ſballI ſay*s the Cauſe, that few do give 


Honour to thoſe, whoin their Days do live. ? 
I From 
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From too much Envy this proceeds alone, 
That we Times-paſt extoll above our own. 
Ingrate Oldmen Catulus Temple praiſe, 
And Pompey's ſimple Porch admire, and raiſe 
Bove more ſtupendious Fabricks of theſe Days. 
Ezxnius Men read, when Virgil did ſurvive ; 
And Homer was deſpis'd, while yet alive 3 
The Stage, Menander, ſeldom Grace did ſhow, 
But one (orinna, divine Naſo, know. 

My Books then patient be i th' Desk to lie, 
There needs no Haſte, for Fame, if I muſt die. 


Ep. I I« On Stella. 


My Stella does upon his Fingers wear, 
Em'ralds and Diamonds, Saphirs, Rubies tair; 
Many bright Gems upon his Hands we ſee, 
More, and more Radiant, in his Verſes be. 
Thebrillant Fancies in his Lines which ſtand, 
Seem to proceed from his adorned Hand. 


/ 


WOW VV wo 


Lib.V. Martial s Eprgrams. mn 


Ep. 13. On Caliſtratus. 


Pm poor, Caliſtratus, was ever lo, 
But neither yet, in Fame or Title, low: 
I through the World am read, to all am ſhown, 
The Praiſe, few Urns receive, my Life has known, 
But thy Majcſtick Roofs, which Gold adorn, 
Are by an hundred ſtately Columns born ; 
Thy Cheſts are cram'd brim-full of unbagg'd Caſh, 
The Lot of Slaves that underwent the Laſh ; 
In Egypt rich Poſſefſions thou dolt hold, 
And ſhear'ſt vaſt Flocks of the choice Gallick Fold. 
This is thy State and mine : Wealth is thy ſhare, 
Glory and Poverty my Portions are. 
But whatI am, thou ne'er canſt riſe to be, 


When any of the Rout may equal thee. 


Ep .14. On Nanneus. 


Nannens us'dinthe firſt Rank to ſit, 
While fo the ſleeping EdiCt did permit : 
But, that reviv'd, thrice routed, up he truls't 
His Camp, and to the loweſt Seat was thruſt, 


I 2 Tin 
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Ev'n behind Caius, Lucius, ſtraightly pent - 

Where wrapping up his Head, and there content 
Illfavour'dly to ſee,y/but with one Eye, 

TheLiQor did the Wretch no ſooner ſpy, 

But thence he chas'd him to the fartheſt Space, 
Between the Cells ; were taking up his Place, 
Half ſtanding, and half leaning ,gainſt the End 

Of the Knight's Form, which did his Streſs befriend. 
Free from Exceptions here on ev'ry Hand, 
Toſome he boaſts, to ſit; to ſome, to ſtand. 


Ep. 15. To Domitian. 


This 1s the fifth Book of my drolling Muſe, 
Yet none complain my Verſes them abuſe ; 
But many given they havea noble Name 3 
Who by my Pen enjoy immortal Fame. 

What profits this, {ome ſay, tho ſo it be ? 

If none itprofits, yet it pleaſes me. 


Ep. 16. To his Reader. 


When I could ſerious uſeful things endite, 


That I do only, what is pleaſant, write, 
Thou, 
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Thou, Reader, art the Cauſe, who chanr'ſt my Praiſe, 
But weigh'ſ not at what rate I buy thy Bays. 
Ifto the Law I did my Study bend, 

And ſell my Words, the Guilty to defend ; 

Many a Ship would bring me Wares from Spair, 
My Lap would ſordid be with frequent Gain. 
Whereas my Book and I, trim Gueſts, are now 
At Feaſts, and Glory's all that Men allow. 

Poets of old ſuch Pay did not content, 

When bright Alexis was the leaſt was ſent. 

But well, thou cry*(t, thow'ſt writ, none can it mend. 
Think'ſt this enough, to praiſe me without end. 
Oerſeeſt my Wants, forbear*ſt thy Purſe to draw. 
Thowlrt praiſe me ont of Poetry, to Law. 


Ep. 18. On Quinctianus. 


Now in December that the Napkins fly 
About, Spoons, Candles, Paper, Plums, that I 
Only my Home-born Books a Preſent make, 
For Rude or Covetous thou mayſt me take. 
But, know, I hate the vile inſnaring Trade, 
By which a Gift a baited Hook is made; 


I 3 Which 
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Which isnot caſt, to feed the hungry Fiſh, 

But for a Prey to fill the Fiſher's Diſh. 

Then, Quizf1anzs, to his wealthy Friend, 

A Poor Man's lib'ral, when he nought does ſend. 


Ep. 20. To Julius Martaalis. 


It, my dear Martial, *twere allow'd to me, - 
An undiſturbed Life to ſpend with thee ; 
Our Quiet, to what lik'd us beſt, to give, 
And both at leiſuze were truly to live : 
Wed never know the Pow'rful in the State, 
Within their Courts, as do their Statues, wait; 
At the vexatious Pleading-Bar attend, 
But all our Time, in Books and Converſe ſpend, 
Taking in ſhady Groves or Fields the Air, 
In Baths, in Feaſts, courting ſome geatle Pair. 
Theſe, our dear Haunts and Buſineſs, ſhould be (till, 
And both our ſpare and ſerious Hours ſhould fill, 
That now we live, alas, we cannot ſay, 
Only we hind the good Suns poſt away, 
And that, tho” loft, imputed is each Day. 


- Canthoic that know tolive, tolive delay ? 


Ep, 
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Ep. 22, On Apollonius. 


Inſtead of Decimus thou didſt Quintus greet, 
And Macrus name, when thou did{t Craſſus meet ; 
What Wonders we to Labour may impute ! 
Writing, and Conning, thou cant both ſalute? 


Ep. 24. On Hermes. 


Hermes, the Martial Glory of the Age, 
Skilful in all the Combats of the Stage; 
Hermes, Maſter of Fence, and Fencer too ; 
The Cock and Terror of the Sword-men's Crew ; 
Hermes, whom Helius fears, but fears alone, 
Avolans yields to, yet to him but one ; 
Hermes, that knows to conquer without Blows, 
The Second to himlclt againſt all Foes ; 
Hermes, the Stages Mint, and endleſs Gain, 
The Love and Strife of all their Female Train ; 
Hermes, that proudly ſhakes the Warlike Spear, 
And fiercely threat'ning does the Trideat bear ; 
Hermes, when casked for the blind: fold Fight, 


When mope'd and drooping {cems,does thenafiright; 
K 4 y Hermes, 
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Hermes engroſles all Men's Giftsin one, 
And Triſmegiſtus Name deſerves alone. 


Ep. 26. On Chereſtratus. 


Wanting a Knight's Eſtate, you want the Style; 
The Lifor comes : Stand up, void, ſtay a while. 
Does any the Degraded Knight call back ? 
O noble Deed ! Is any Friend not ſlack, 
Out of vaſt Wealth his Title to reſtore, 
Not loſtby any Vice, but being Poor? 
His Gen'rous Name we will commit to Verſe, 
Which all ſucceding Apes ſhall rehearſe ! 
Who's thus reſolv'd his better part to ſave, 
And not deſcend Intire into the Grave. 
And wer't not nobler ſo great Wealth beſtow, 
Than on a vain, ambitious, publick Show ? 


Oa braſs unfeeling Statues it expend, 
Altho' the Artifice the Charge commend ? 

O rich in vain! O Falſly ſeeming Wiſe ! 
Whoread, approve, and yet true Fame deſpiſe. 


W ; Ep. 
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Ep. 28. On a counterfeit Knight: 


For Garb, for Parts, all thee wou'd Noble rate, 
If thou, Plebeay, were't not in Eſtate. 
To fit *mongſt Knights 'tis not a Grace fo high, 
To make thee pale, wheneer the LiQtor's nigh. 


Ep: 29. On Mamercus. 


Mamercus good Conceit, or Word, to gain, 
The beſt Endeavours, Awlus, are in vain. 
Excel the Curiz in a Pious Fame, 

'Bove Nerwva, Rufus, get a Courteous Name, 
In Juſtice Macrus, Mavricus out-do ; 

Renowned Regulus and Paulus too 

For Mirth and Eloquence : Yet all he bites 
With canker'd Teeth, and to aſperſe, delights. 
You judge, perhaps, that Envy's his Diſcaſe. 

I think, Unhappineſs, whom none does pleaſe. 


Ep. 32, On Gellia 


When thou preſent*ſt me, Gellia, with an Hare, 


Marcus, thou fay'ſt, 'twill make the ſeven Days fair. 
If 
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IfHare beſuch a beautifying Meat, 
Thou ne'er of one in all thy Life didſt eat. 


Ep. 32. On Children Sporting upon the Bulls | 


Seehow th' advent rous Boys inſult ſecure, 
While the mild Bulls their Weightand Sport endure 
One hangs upon a Horn, while others run 
Ofer their broad Backs, skirmiſh, aſſault, and ſhun 
Each other's Blows : The Bulls, as frozen, ſtand; 
Combatthey could not firmer on the Land. 

The Children, ſtrive for th* Palm, without all fear, 


The Bulls, alone, ſolicitous appear. k 
Ep- 33. On Cr ipus a Glutton, W 
fr 


Criſpus, one Doit of's Wealth to none didleave.)ſ- 
What came of tthen * Who did his Land receive *j}, 
Alive, to 's Belly, he did all bequeath. 


Pr 

Hp. 35- On Erotion. be 

He 

Fronts, * Flaccilla, who the Parents were, kr 
Of young Erotzon, to your tender Care 0: 
* Bothdead betore Erotime Dit 
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y Darling I commit 3 that no grim Ghoſt, 
Jr three-mouth'd Dog,that guards the Stygian Coaſt 
Che gentle Soul affright ; but ſix Years old, 
ind thoſe by ſix days had not fully told. 

ith her old Patron ſhe wou'd ſport, and game, 


Jurzhwhen ſcarce her liſj ping tongue could ſpeak my name. 


Wn 
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Now Earth to her a Light interment give, 
To thee no Burden when ſhe here did live. 


Ep. 36. On Euclid. 


While Exc/ia, clad in Purple, loud did brawl, 
And near together by the Ears did fall 
With LeZius, bidding him his Seat to leave. 
Proteſting proudly, that he did receive 
Two thouſand yearly Patrimonial Rent, 
And more, which his Corinthian Mannor ſent ; 
troduc'd an ancient goodly Pedigree, 
Deriv'd from Leda, by which, all might ſee 
He wasin truth a Knight, rich, potent, great : 
An huge foul Key, the Badge of Slaves, rth' Heat 
Unfortunately from his Boſom fell. 
Did y* Cer, of ſuch a ſpightful Key, hear tell ? 

Fp. 
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Ep- 38. On Erotion. 


| 
Than Swans,O {weeteſt Girl! thou wer't more white 
Than driven Snow, than untouch'd Lillies, bright{p 
Than a Galeſiss* Lamb more ſoft ; more ſmooth 
! Than ſea-waſh'd Shells,th*Elephants polliſh'd Tooth 
| Gems, with thy ſparkling Eyes, might not compar; 

The Bztick Wool rival thy gliſt ring Hair ; T 
Nor Germans yellow Locks in Curls up-roll'd, } 
Or radiant Fileings of the burniſh'd Gold ; A 
'T Thy Breath, than Roſes, did more fragrant ſmell, JH 
! The Virgin Wax, and Amber chaÞ9, excel ; N 


| The Peacoak, had no Beauty, ſet by thee,  _. hi 
} The Phenix ſelf but vulgar ſeem'd to be. 4 
i Such my Erotion was at (ſix Years old, Le 


Snatch'd hence by Fates,ſcarcein her Tomb yet coldÞSit 
My Joy ſhe was, my whole Delight and Love : 
Yet Petus, that I mourn, does not approve. 

| He fays, unmanly 'tis to tare my Hair, 

My Breaſt to beat, for a young Slave, tho' fair : JO 
i! Heloſt a Wife rich, and of high Renown, [a 
il No Heroine, like her, in all the Town 


1b, 
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$0 ſtately great : Yet he holds up his Head, 
His whole Content interrs not with the Dead. 


vhitch Of a great Mind, fo high a Proof, who gives ? 


1ght! 


h 
oth 
pare! 


ell, 


cold, 


Pus, by's Loſs, has thouſands gain'd, yet lives ! 
Ep. 39- On Calliodorus. 


Calliador has a Knights Eſtate all know, 
The Miſchief is, he has a Brother too, 
Who claims one half, the Fig in twain does ſplit, 
And on one Horſe two Knights are fain to ſit. 


How can thy Brother's Aim and thine agree ? 
No Pollux hadſt thou, thou might'ſt Caſtor be ; 


, IBut being One, as Two, if you take place, 


A Solceciſm's plainly inthe Caſe. 
Leas's kind Offspring imitate you may, 


Sit Knights by Turns, not both on the ſame Day. 


Ep. 40. On Carinus. 


Bove thirty Wills a Year thou doſt ſubſcribe, 
Oftner I ſend thee Junkets for a Bribe : 

lam exhauſt, Carinus, pity me, 

The Bottom of the Cheſt and Purſe I ſee. 


Deluge 
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Delude no more, make thy Will once, and die, 
To ſhew thy Cough was real, not a Lie. 

Tho in Wealth, like Cre/us, did abound, 
Than Irs, T ſhould yet be poorer found, 
Should'ſt thou, I ſay not Tarts, daily devour, 
But of vile Beans and Pompions ſuch a Pow'r. 


Ep. 41. To Artemidorus. 


Doſt thou admire,' when Palas is thy Saint, 
That but a ſorry Yexus thou doſt paint ? 
When rigid Vertne has thy Study been, 
For wanton Verſe wouldſt thou the Laurel win ? 


Ep. 42. What's grven, never periſhes. 


A Thief may force thy Cheſts, and rob thy Gold; 
A Fire thy Houſe may level with the Mold; 
A Debtor, Principle and Uſe, deny ; 
The Corn that's ſow'd, without an Harveſt,die ; 
A crafty Whore, thy Caſheer may ſurprize ; 
The Sea o'erwhelm thy precious Merchandize ; 
But what thou giv't, no Chance does undergo; 
That Wealth is always thine, thou doſt beſtow. 

Er 
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Ep. 45. On Dento 


What is the Cauſe ? What new thing's fallen out ? 
That Dento oft invited, is ſo ſtout 
(Beyond Belief) my Table to refuſe ? 
He, who through all the Portico's did uſe, 
The Baths, the Theatres, to hunt me out, 
Flies, when I call, and will not turn about. 

The Myſt'ry is, I as found a fatter Treat, 

Like Dogs, is drawn by ſtrongeſt Scent of Meat. 
But ſoon as known, the Great, he will diſguſt ; 
Then for my Scraps hell Ieap, and for a Cruſt. 


Ep. 48* On Philo. 


Gold} Thou ſay't,thou never Supp't at Home. Tis right, 
That is, thou faſt'ſt, when none does theeinvite. 


Ep. 50. On Rufus. 


He whoſe left Arm, loaden with Books, you ſce, 
And throng'd with buſie Clerks to that Degree ; 
0: | Whoſe Face compos'd attentively does hear 


Cauſes and Suits pour'd in at cither Ear, 
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Moſt like a Cato, Tully, or a Brute, 

If put upon the Rack, could not ſalute 

In Latin, Ave, or x«y in the Greek : 

And ifthou doubt the Truth, let's to him ſpeak. 


Ep. 52. To Labienus. 


I ſaw thee lately fitting all alone, 
And,that thou hadſt been Three, I durſt have ſworn, 
Thy ſeeming num'rous Heads ſo me deceiv'd, 
Thy Pate here lock'd, and there of Hair bereav'd; 
Not with Love-Locks,which beaut'ousBoysdo we, 
But ſome Parts tufted were, much broader bare. 
Thy various Baldneſs ſtood thee late in ſtead, 
When Ceſar dol'd the People Meat and Bread ; 
For thou bor''t Home what did belong to Three: 
The fam'd Gerion ſure was ſuchas Thee. 

* Philippus Portico, 1 advile thee flic : 
If Hercules ſpy thee, thou art ſure to die. 


* Where was a Statue of Hercules. 


b. V 
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Ep. 5 3- On Poſthumus. 


Thy Gifts I bear in Mind, and ever will, 
Why don't T ſpeak them then ? 'Caule thou doſt ſtill : 
Tcan to none relate them, but they ſay, 
He told us all himſelf the other Day. 
Some things are ne'er done well by two: If I 
Muſt celebrate thy Deeds, make Thou no cry. 
Should'ſt, Poſthamrus, the vaſteſt Gifts beſtow, 
Thy after boaſting would them all o'erthrow. 


Ep. 54. To Baſlus. 


Why doſt thou, Baſſus, of Thyeſtes write ? 
Niobe's Tears, or of Medes's Flight? 
A fitter SubjeCt of thy Verſe by far; 
Phacton's burning, or the Deluge, were. 


Ep. $5- Oz Apollonius. 
Extemporiſt thou'rt now, arid of Renown, 


Calpursius canſt ſalute, not writing down. 
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Ep. $7. On Cinna. 


Thou Lord and Maſter call'd, thy ſelf doſt prize, 
Slaves I oft term ſo, whenT them chaltiſe. 


Ep. 58. To Poſthumus. 

To Morrow Still, to Morrow, thou doſt ſay, 
That thou wilt live. When will arrive the Day ? 
How far's this Morrow off 2 Or where ? Canlſt tell? 
With Parthians or Armenians does it dwell ? 

Old Neftor's Years it has already told ; 

Say, May wepurchaſc it for any Gold ? 
Thou'lt liveto Morrow : 'Tis too late to day. 
He, Poſthummns, was wile, liv'd Yeſterday. 


Ep. 60. To Stella. 


That I, nor Gold nor Silver, to thee ſend, 
I this forbear, for thy fake, learged Friend. 
Who gives Great Gifts, expeQts Great Gifts again, 
My Cheap Ones toretura will cauſe no Pain. 


Ep. 


[[? 


I, 


Ep. 
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Ep.61. On a Detrattor. 


Altho' thou bark*ſt at me yet more and more, 
And ſuchthy Curriſh Snarlings acer giv'(t o'er, 
Decreed it is, thou never ſhalt acquire 
The Fame, to which thou doſt ſomuch aſpire, 


Within my Books, tho ill, but to be read : 


That once thou wert, why ſhould it cer beſaid ; 
No, Wretch, thy Fate it is, #9 Die unknown. 
And yet, perhaps, there may be found ſome one 
Or two, or more, about the Town, who may 
Inthy Dog's Hidefaſten their Teeth, and bay. 


But from ſuch baſe Engagements I'll contain ; 
My Nails, to Scratch thy Mange,does much diſdain; 


Ep. 62. On Marianus. 


Who is this Cri/pus, 1 ſo-often fee 
Cloſe to thy Wife ? This (7riſpus, who is he ? 
He leans his Elbow nicely on her Chair, 
And always wiſpers ſomething in her Ear, 
His ſlender Fingers many Jewels grace, 


Not all his Body for one Hair has pl:ce. 
K 2 Wilt 
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Wilt thou not anſwer me ? Thou ſay'ſt, 'tis he 

Does thy Wife's Buiſneſs, and ſuch muſt be free. 
In ſooth, a ſober Man, of a ſage Mien, 

The grave Solicitor in his Face is ſeen 

* Chins CAufidius look'd not more Auſtere. 

To be the ſport of Mimicks, doſt not fear ? 

Deſerve to be the Fable of the Stage 3 

The noted Wit-all of the preſent Age ? 

He thy Wife's Buſineſs do? That Thing ſofine ? 

He does not thy Wife's Buſineſs, but does thine. 


* An Infamous Pimp. 


Ep. 63. To Ponticus. 


How I thy Book, Pozxticus, do approve, 
To ſay, thouanxiouſly doſt often move. 
Amaz'd, aſtoniſh'd, nought I read ſo rare! 
The beſt of Wits cannot with thee compare ! 
Pon.) Czſar and Jove propitions to thee be, 
As thusthou thinkſf, Mart.) Or rather unto thee. 


Ep. 64. To his Watters. 
Pour luſty Wine, Caliſtzs, fill it up; 
With Summer Snow, A/cime, dilute the Cup ; 
Let 


ct 
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Let my locks drop, with rich Amomum ſpread, 

And with a Wreath of Roles crown my Head. 

I'm bid to live, by Ceſar's Tomb that's nigh, 

While it proclaim's, the Gods themſelves do die. 


Ep. 63. On Mark Anthony. 


So black, Mark Anthony, ſo foul's thy Name, 
That, eva Phorinus Guilt, thou dar'ſt not blame : 
In Tully's Gore alone more deeply dy'd, 

Than all the Sea of Blood thou ſhedd'ſt beſide. 
How durſt thou, Mad-man, ſheath thy impious Blade 
In Rome's own Throat ? In Tullys Life invade 
The Commonwealths ? A Crime, that put a ſtand 
To Cat”lin's Soul, and damp'd his daring Hand. 
Thou Hir'dſt a Villain with accurſed Gold, 

To gagg the Tongue that did thy Life unfold; 
What boots it thee, to filence, at ſuch Price, 

One divine Tongue ? Think'ſt fv to hide thy Vice? 


\ For Vertue now, and Murder'd Tul!y's ſake, 


All Tongues inveigh, and all P-lippicks make. 
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Ep. 70. On Syriſcus, a Slave. 


In rambling only through baſe Booths and Huts, 
Vile Tap-Houſes, and Cellars among Sluts, 
Syriſcus full five hundred Pound made fly, 

(His Lord's vain Gifr) ! th' twinckling of an Eye- 
t; Strange Luxury, to conſume all this deal, 


, 
1s Nor litting fort the Time allow'd a Meal ! 


#1 Fp. 73. To Theodorus. 


[ | That I my Books do not to thee impart, 
Altho thou fu'ft, and Inſtant for them art, 

Dolt wonder! For good Caule 1 this decline, 

jj For tear, lelt, Theodore, thou give me thine. 


Fp. 74. On Pompey, and his Sons. 


Europe, and 4jiz, Pompey's Sons intomb3 
Africt, himſelf, if he finds any Room. 
10 No wonder, thus the World they Quarter, ſlain, 
i | What Soil ſo great a Ruin could contain ? 
| | | 


Ep. 
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Ep. 77. On Cinna. 


By th? often Uſe of Poiſon he did make, 
The Pontick King, unhurt, could Poiſon take, 
And, C:zna, thou, by eating ill, tak'ſt care, 
Neither to die by ſcant, or evil, Fare. 


Ep. 79. On Zoilus. 


I' th? Meal ten timesthou from the Board doſt ran ge 
And ev'ry time thou doſt thy Veſtment change, 
For fear, leſt, Sweating, harm thy Body get, 
Between the Air, and Garments that are wet. 
Why ſweat not I, who Sup with thee, thou Fool? 
Who has no Change of Clothes, is ſtrangely cool. 


Ep. 81, To Emilianus. 


If thou art Poor, thou ſhalt be ever ſo. 
The Rich do only on the Rich beſtow. 


K 4 
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Ep. 1. To Julius Martilis, 


His my ſixth Book, - Julius, to thee I ſend, 
Dear *mong the firſt,and my judicious Friend; 


If it ſhall paſs approv'd thy learned Ear, 
When *tis in Ce/ar”s Hand, I leſs ſhall fear. 


Ep. 4. To Domitian. 


Cenſor of Manners is thy Glory more, 
Than Prince of Princes which thou had'ft before. 
Tho' for ſo many Triumphs Rome does owe, 
Which, thy Heroick Valour did beſtow, 
So many Temples new, ſo many old, 
So many Shows, and Gods by thee enroll'd, 
So many Cities won, or elſe laid Waſte; 
Yer more {he owes, that thou haſt made her * Chaſt: 


* By :e-iving an 6!d Law agayilt Adultery. 


Ep. 
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Ep. 5. To Cecilianus. 


I lately purchas'd have a Piece of Ground. 
Cecilian, lend me, pray, a hundred Pound. 
Doſt ſay, I neer will pay ? And thereon pauſe ? 
To ſpeak the Truth, I borrow for that cauſe. 


Ep. 7- On Theleſina. 


Since the Law *gainſt Adultery took place, 
And all are forced Chaſtity t' embrace : 
In leſs than thirty Days, thou haſt been wed 
Ten times, ten Men admitted to thy Bed. 
Who weds ſo oft, not weds, but plays the Whore : 
And than Adultery offendeth more. 


Ep. 8. To Severus. 


No leſs than Pretors two, and Tribunes four, 


Sven Advocates, and Poets half a Score, 
Were Sutors lately to a certain Maid ; 
Her Father of them all ſmall Reck'ning made, 
But on a Crier did the Girl beſtow. 
Wherein he play'd the Fool, I do not know. 
Ep. 
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Ep. 10. To Pomitian. 


I lateof Jove a Thouſand Crowns did crave, 
Hell giv't, ſays he, who me « Temple gave. 
Thar he, 'eis true, a Temple gave to thee, 

But yet no thouſand Crowns beſtows on me. 

I backward was our Jove this way t' engage : 
But how ſerene ! How free from cloudy Rage 
He read my Suit ! With ſuch a placid Brow, 

To conquer'd Kings their Crowns he does allow ; 
And from the Capito/ returns and goes. 

O Virgin ! Who alone our great Lord knows 3 
If with ſuch Looks, he does our Sutes rejeCt, 
Say, with what Mien he does them then accept. 
I pray'd. Pallas (her Shield revers'd) reply'd: 
What is not giv's yet, thinkſt thou Fool, deny'd ? 


Ep. 1 1. On Marcus. 


Thou 4 onder'ſt, Friendſhip now*s nomoae renown d, 
That no Oreſtes, Pylages, are found ! 


Pylades ever, Marcus drank o th' ſame, 


Nor tatter Thruſhes to Orejles came 3 
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Fach, better than hicaſelf, did th'other treat, 

No diff rence made in Beverage, or in Meat. 

| On Lucrine Oyſters thou doſt gormondize, 

While flaſhy of Peloris me ſuffice : 

And yet my Palat's as refin'd as thine, 

As skild in the beſt Meats, and nobleſt Wine. 
Rich Tyriaz Wool, to make thy Garment's, ſought, 
But mine the courſeft which from Ga/ia's brought : 
Would'{t have me love thee in a Purple Gown, 
While I am clad like ſome poor ruſtick Clown ? 

If you expeCt I Pylages ſhould be, 

(eſtes you muſt ſhew your ſelfto me. 

Friendſhip by Deeds, not Words, muſt be approv'd, 
* Man muſt Love, that ſeeks to be Belowv'd. 


Ep. 13- On the Statue of Julia. 


Who would not think this Peice by Phidias wrought? 
Or to Perfection by Minerva brought ? 


The Snow white Marble ſeemeth even to ſpeak, 

vuch Life andGracedoes from the Count'nance break 

[t ſporting holds Loves Girdle in its Hand, 

And *bove the God of Love does Love command. 
When 
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When Yenss would in Mars loſt Flames renew, 
Here for the charming (efus ſhe muſt Sue. 


Ep. 14- On Laberius. 


1 


Thou canſt write exc'llent Verſe, asthoudoſt ſq * 


Why then to write, Laberins, doſt delay ? 
Who can do ought that's excellent, and with-hol 
Among the greateſt Men may be enroll. 


Ep. 15. On an Emmet. 


Under a Poplar while an Emmet goes, 
An Amber Drop did the ſmall Beaſt encloſe. 
Thus that which worthleſs was while it did live. 
It's Funeral now doth a high Value give. 


Ep. 17. On Cinnamus. | 


Thou'dſt be call'd Cinna, Cinnamus is thy Name 
Such barb*rous Practice many would defame. 
To be nam'd Theſeus, ſay it thee befell, 
And Men ſhouldcall thee Thief, wou'd'ſt take it well 


Vih.vI. Martial's Epigrams. 137 


Bp. 18. 0 Solinus. 


Solinus ſacred Reliques reſt in Spain, 
Few Ghoſts ſo noble 'mong the Dead remain. 


'T'TwereSin to mourn for him, that's yet alive, 


a) 


an: 


well 


Whoſe Body's dead, but Glory does ſurvive. 


Ep. 19. To his Advocate: 


Of Murder, Poiſon, War, th'aft nought to ſay, 
But of three Goats, my Neighbour ſtole away ; 
The Judge requires, I this ſhould make appear ; 
To th' Poztick War thou mak'ſt Excurſions here, 
(amne's Fight, Punick Falſhood ; thou, with might 
Of Hand and Voice, doſt roaring out recite 
Of Syilas, Marius, Mutins, various Story. 
weak now to three Goats, loſt in ſo much Glory, 


Ep. 20. To Phoebus. 


Thou ſaying oft, Wil't nought of me command ? 
To borrow a ſmall Sum I did demand. 


but then thou humm'ſt, demurr'dt, thy ſelf and me 


With long Doubts vext. I nothingask, thwart free. 


Ep. 


| 
| 
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| 


U 4 
: ' 
5 : 


138 Martial r Epigranoe. Lib! 


Ep. 22. Or Proculina. 


That Proculind's marry'd to her Knave, 
And will ker Gallame, for her Husband, have, 
Fearingthe Jukior Law : She does not wed, 
But now proclaims what Life before ſhe led. 


Ep. 24. Oe Churif1anus. 


Charsfianus's vainer far than.all the Town. 
When athers Makquerade, he's ſeca m's Gown: 


Ep- 25. To Marcellinus. 


Thou gen'rous Offspringiofa Noble Race, 
Bold Marcellinus, who-now holds the Place, 
Where horrid Winter wars, :g0 'le{sthan Foes ; 


Accept the Vows thy Father's Friend beftows. 
Thy Courage ſtill, be prudent 5 Brav'ry, wiſe 3 
Who on affetffed Dapnzer runs, deſpiſe : 

Delight in:Wounds, only in Fools take place 5 

Be thou thy Countrey s Bulwark, and. ber Grace, 
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Ep. 28. 4n Epitaph on Glaucia, 
Melior's Free-man Far renown'd, 
Who dying Rome in Sotrow drown'd, 
The ſhort Delight of's Patron dear, 


Glaxcia beneath this Matbte here, 

Near the Flannmanway's intert'd, 
Tho' from Chaſt Laws he never ert'd, 
A modeſt Bluſhhis Face oerſpread. 
Quick of Wit, of wongerous Grace, 
Scarce thirteen Years inhim took place. 
Who mourn'ſt ſuch ſad untimely Loſs, 
May'ſt never weep for thine own Crols. 


Ep- 2g. On the ſame. 


None of the abjeCt, proſtrate, Crew; 
Which greedy Bauds in Cages mew, 
But fix'd all Vices far above, 

And worthy 'of an Honeſt Love. 
When not yet ſenfibte to know, 
What Boon his Patron did beſtow, 


(1/a/ictid 
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Glaucia was Melior's Freeman made, 

To his Endowments tliis was paid. 

For who more charming, who more fair ? 
More with polo might compare ? 

The Graces which in him did dwell, 

Did thoſe o' th' youthfull God excel, 
Immod'rate Virtue, *tis thy Doom, 

But ſeldom to Old Age to come. 

Toprevent Sorrow's ſharp Diſcaſe, 

Pray nought thou lov'{t may too much pleaſe. 


Ep. 30. On Petus. 


If when ten Pound you promis'd, you had paid, 
And giv'n it home with me, and not delay'd, 
T had your Debtor for an Hundred been : 
But Petus, ſending it, ſo tardy in, 
After ſeven Months, I gueſs, or nine Months time, 
Iknow not which to call't, a Gift, or Crime. 
Shall I what's truer, even than Truth, expound, 
Inſtead of giving, thou haſt loft, ten Pound, 
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Ep. 31. On Charidemus, 


Oft with thy Wife does the Phyſician lye, 
Thou knowing, Charidem, and ſtanding by. 


I ſee, thou wilt not of a Feaver dye. 


Ep. 32. On the Death of Ocho. 


When yet the chance of War did doubtful ſtand, 
And Orho might have had the upper Hand 3 
War he renounc'd, maintain'd by Seas of Blood, 
And with his own, reſtrain'd the Publick Flood. 
Tho Cto's Life, than Czſar's, greater were ; 
Otho, in's Death, exceeded Cato far. 


Ep. 39. On Cinna, 


Of thy Marul/a's ſevenfold Births, not one, 
Cinna, 1s thine, or yet a free-born Son : 
For not thy ſelf, thy Neighbour, or thy Friend, 


| To their begetting can at all pretend : 


But their Dams Stealths are ſhewn by ev'ry Head, 
To be the Work o'th' Straw, and Trundle Bed. 


L He. 
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He, who, Moor-like, with woolly Hair we ſee, 
Of the Cook S:xter does confeſs to be. 

But he with ſtrutting Lips, and a flat Noſe, 

The Image of the Wreſtler does diſcloſe, 
Pannicus. The third, who's ignorant to be 
The Baker Dama's, who does Dama ſec, 

And know a bleer Eve ? The fourth, fair to ſight, 
Shewing a wanton Brow, thy Catamite 


Ly2zaus begot. He with a Copped Croun, / 
And Ears, like Aſſes, bangling up and down, - 
Who can deny to Gyrrah, the Bufſoon ? 3 


Two Girls, of Fox this, that of Blackbird Hue, 
Their Sires, the Piper Crote, and (arp ſhew 
The Hinde, Compleat v ere now thy Mungrel Race, 


Could thy two Eunuchs gen'rate, as embrace. 
Ep.41. On a Hoarſe Poet. 


Verſe to recite, tho Hoarle, thou do'ſt not ccale: 
Which ſhewsthat thou canſt ſpeak, not hold thy Peace. 


Ep. 


- 
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Ep. 50. On Theleſinus. 


When Theleſinrs did Obſervance pay 
To honeſt Men, he went in poor Aray : 
But when to Pimp he did himſelt apply, 
Houſes and Land, he had wherewith, to buy: 
Wouldſt thou be Rich? Be FaQtor to ſome Sin: 
Honeſt Employment brings but little io. 


Ep. 55. On Coracinus, 


Of richeſt Spices thou do'ſt ever ſcent, 
Nor 1s the Phenix Neſt more redolent. 
Deſpiſeſt us, who don't in Sweets excel: 
Of nought 'tis better, than of Odours ſmell. 


Ep. 5 9. On Baccara. 


Thy Cheſts, ſuch ſtore of Winter-garments, hold, 
Thou griev'|t, and oft complain'ſt, for want of Cold; 
W1ſheſt dark Days and ſhort, ſharp Winds,and Snow, 
And hates the Seaſon, if it milder grow, 

Didſt thou the worſe for my thin Gown &er fare, 
Borne from my Back by ev'ry puff of Air ? 
L 2 How 
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How much more Humane, more Sincere,'twere done, 
Should'ſt thou in Avgu/t Winter-Clothes put on ? 


Ep 60, On Pompillus. 


Peop.] Pompillus Name i «p, his Work i done, 
Hu Fame throughout the Univerſe doth run. 
Mart.) So may our German Foes ſucceſsful be, 
And all, O Italy! that love not thee. 
Peop.] Pompillus Lizes, for Wit, yet have the Name. 
Mart.) But truſt me, that is not enough for Fame. 
How many witty, learned, Books do come 
To ſerve the Kitchen, and to feed the Worm ? 
'Tis ſomething elſe Eternity does give, 
*Tis not the Wir, but * Gerirs, makes Books live. 


* i.e. A Vital Quality, or kind of Immortal Soul in th: Compages 
of it, like that in the Body of a Man. 


Ep. 62. On an Envius Perſon, 


Rome hugs my Verſe, and cries it up for Rare, 
My Books each Hand and ev'ry Boſom bear ; 
There's one yet lowres, diſdains, is ill at Eaſe : 
I'm glad ; my Verſes now my ſelf do pleaſe. 
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Ep. 63. To Marianus. 


You know yare flatter'd, know the greedy Knave, 
You know what 'tis ſuch Flatterers would have : 
And yet you write him Heir in your Laſt Deed, 
And will, that he, 1n all you have, ſucceed. 

What tho he ſends great Gifts? *Tis with an Hook ; 
And do the Fiſh the Angler ever brook ? 

Will this Man mourn, when thou no more ſhalt live 3 
Wouldſt havehim Mourn?Then nothingto himgive. 


Ep. 64. On a Detrattor, 


When ſprung of Fabius Race you no way are, 
Nor Curius, who himſelf to's Plow-men bare 
Their Dinner;whoſe rough Wife herChild-bed made, 
Uader the Covert of an Oak's thick ſhade : 
But of a Father born, trimm'd by a Glaſs, 
A Mother, for a Courteſan, does pals ; 
And ſo effeminate you your ſelf withall, 
Your Wife, tho nice ſhs he, you Wife may call. 
For you to dare my much-fam'd Verſe detraQ! 
The Momws, on my approv'd Toys, toaQ! 
L 3 My 
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My Toys, I fay, all Rome attentive hear, 

To which both Learn'd and Noble lend an Ear ; 
Which deathleſs $:/;zs with Regard does treat; 
And Regulus fluent Tongue deigns to repeat ; 


Which to revolve, C2/ay a time does ſpare, 
Amidſt the weight of all the Publick Care. 

But you know more, your wiſe diſcerning Heart 
Pallas has framd by the Athenian Art. 
May I not live, if th'Heart and Paunch we meet 
The Garbage, Guts, and the great dangling Feet, 
Which loaded Butchers carry through the Street, 
With no ſmall Terror unto ev'ry Noſe, 
Do not a ſharper Wit than thine diſcloſe. 
Yet, with the waſte of Paper, againſt me 
Verſes you write, ſuch as none read, or ſee : 
But if my chafed Choler thee ſhall brand, 
The Work will live, be read in evry Land 3 
*Tis not thy Barber's Soap can cleanſe the Stain. 
Take heed the Outrage be not thine own Bane, 
To urge a /ving Bear, ceaſe to preſume, 
Until his Rage forth at his Noſtrils fume. 


Tho 
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Tho calm, he'll lick the Hand, and Strokings bear ; 
Rous'd and provok'd, you'll find him ſtill a Bear. 
Thy Teeth then faſten in ſome empty Hide, 

Or Beaſt that's dead, and will the Wrong abide. 


Ep. 66. On a Cryer and a Wench. 


Gellian, the Cryer, ſought a Wench to ſell, 
Of their Repute, who in * Saburra dwell. 6 no _ 
And when he ſaw his Chapmen offer low 
Her Modeſty topraiſe, and better ſhow, 
He near him pull'd the ſtruggling Wench and nice, 
And forceably did Kiſs her twice or thrice. 
D' ye ask, what ſuch his Kiſles did avail? 


They cut off half was offer'd for her Sale. 
Ep. 70. On Cotta. 


Cotta has palſs'd his threeſcore Years and two, 
And ne'er remembers that he had to do 
With Sickneſs, or yet once laid down his Head 
For a Diſtemper fclt a tedious Bed : 
But at Phyſicians he durſt point with Scorn, 
At* Daſins and * Alcontus make a Horn. * Two Phyſicians. 
L 4 I'3 


E — _— —— | : 


148 Martial's Epigrams., Lib. VI. 


If, like wiſe Men, we do our Years compute, 
Raze or ſubſtratt the Days, thatdid not ſuit 

With happy Life, ſuchas in Painare ſpent, 
Gouts, Feavers ſharp, and the Mind's Diſcontent. 
We ſhould but Children be, that Aged ſeem, 

And hugely they're impos'd upon, who do deem, 
Priam and Neſtor many Years have told: 

Not who live long, but happily, are Old. 


Ep, 72. On Telethuſa. 


When Telehua had been taught t' expreſs 
To th Timbrel each laſcivious Addreſs ; 
The high Lewa/to, brisk Moriſco dance, 
Whatever Wanton B-2tzis does advance . 
Able Old Pelas, to Loves Sports to draw, 
His Strength renew, and frozen Palſie thaw; 
To makefad Priam know a looſe Deſire, 
Even whilehe wep't at Hedor's Fun'ral Fire. 
Her Lord, who fold her lately for a Slave, 
By theſe her Charms beſotted ſo does rave, 
That all he'll give, his Miſtreſs, her to haye. 


And 
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Ep 77. On Afrus. 


- When poorer yet than Irs thou art deem'd, 
Than Parthenopeus younger much eſteem'd, 
Stronger than Wreſtlers in their Prime and Might, 
Why to be borne by Six doſt thou delight ? 
'Twere a leſs Jeſt, ſhouldſt thou in Publick go 
Naked, a-foot, than with this Pageant Show. ; 
The State thou tak'ſt does more abſurd appear, 
Than if fix Slaves, a ſeventh, in Pomp ſhould bear ; 
A Moor upon an Elephant of like hue, 
Would move leſs Laughter *mong the Vulgar Crew ; 
So on a Mule as little as himſelf, 
Mounted, we ſee, ſome Pigmy little Ef. 

Wouldſt know whatScorn thy Pride to thee has bred? 
Men grudge that fix ſhould bear thee,wert thou dead, 


Ep. 72. On Phrix. 


Phrix, a ſtout Drinker, who no Goblet fear'd, 
. Tho one Eye he had loſt, and t'other bleer'd : 
Who ( when Phyſicians bid of Wine beware, 
And threaten'd Blindneſs, if he had not Care, ) 
D-. 
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Deriding, faid, Farewel my other Eye ; 
And ten large Cups bid fill him by and by, (Prank? 
And more than once. Would(t know the ead o'th' 0 
Phrix ſoak'd good Wine, but his Eye Poiſon drank. TT 
Ep. 7 9. To Lupus. And 
Witt 
Thirart Rich and Sad; take heed leſt Fortune ſee, 2 
And, as Ungrateful, do proceed with thee. The # 
Ep. 80. On Winter Roſes. Who 
But t/ 
F2ypt did proudly Winter Roſes boaſt, L bly 
As the fole Product of her fertile Coalt : I = 
But now at Rome her Mcrchants are ſurprizd, "9 
Toſee ſuch Store, the Memphiaz are deſpis'd : did; 
Wherecer they look, where cer they take their way Þ1,, 
Hedges of bluſhing Roſes do diſplay. Gend 
So does this Glory of the Spring excel, 
Not Peſta» Roſarics more fragrant ſmcll 
Even Goddeſs Flora ſeems in Rome to dwell. 
Let not thy Wiaters, NVz:/z, then vie with ours, Bb 
Go plow,and fend us Corn, we'll ſend thee Flow'rs, Vho t 
Ep. 
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Ep. 82- To Rufus. 


One, very ſtritly, me of late did eye, 

As thoſe that Slaves or Fencers uſe to buy : 
And when he had ſurvey'd me oer and o'er 
With Eye and Finger too, behind, before. 
Art thou, art thou, ({ays then aſtoniſh'd he) 
The famous Merry Martial, that I fee ? 

Whoſe Wit not only duller Climes admire, 

But thoſe, who to the nobleſt Arts aſpire ? 

, bluſhing, ſmil'd ; and, with a light Afﬀent, 
Did not deny, I was the Man he meant. 
How com'ſt thou then, ſays he, ſo meanly Clad ? 
[did reply, Becauſe my Verſe are Bad. 
Iſt, Rafi, oft Pm drove to fay the ſame, 
&*nd Garments, ſuit not with my State, but Fame. 


Ep. 84. On Philippus. 


Philip, 1n Health, eight Men to bear him had. 
Who thinks him in good Health, himſelf is Mad. 


Ep. 
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Ep. 93. On Thais. 


Thais ſtinks worle than a ſtale Fuller's Vat 
New broken in the way; than a dead Rat ; 
A Lion's Mouth ; a Rutting Goat's leſs Rank, 
A Carr'on Dog caſt upon Tiber*s Bank ; 
A putrid Chick that's addl'd in the Egg, 
Stale pickled Fiſh corrupted in the Kegg. 
But then the Drab (her Hautgout to diſguiſe, 
When to the Bath ſhe goes,) deals in this wiſe ; 
Her ſelf ſhe husks under thick Paſtes, and guards 
With Oyls, thrice and four times repeated Fards. 


Lit 


But when ſhe, by theſe Arts, hopes all is well, 
Predominant Thats does of Thais ſmell. 
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L 1 B. VIL 


Ep. 1. To Domitian. 


ſar thy dread Palladian Breaſt-plate wear, 
Which even the Gorgon ſeems it ſelf to fear : 
When on thee buckled, all the Afgis know; 

But when unarm'd, it doth plain Armour ſhow. 


Ep. 4. To Czlar. 


If with thee, Cz/ar, the Deſires take place 
People, Senate, all the Roman Race : 

by Preſence gracioully to them afford, 

t their impatient Suit, retura their Lord, 

me her Foes envies, that they Thee detain, 
ho many Laurels ſhe thereby doth gain; 

hat barb'rous Nations ſee her Prince ſonear, 
0oy that Face, which they do ſo much fear. 


Ep. 
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Ep. 8. On Caſcelius. 


If thou at Sixty but Ingenious be, 
When ſhall we thee, Caſcelirs, Learned ſee? 


Ep. 11. To Fauſtinus. 


May Ceſar ſtill with the ſame gracious Ear, 
And ſerene Brow, my Sportive Verſes hear, 
As they wrong none, not thoſe I juſtly hate ; 
As Fame T love not at the odious rate 
Of others Bluſhes. But what does t avail? 

If in Blood-fetching Lines others do rail, 

And vomit Vip'rous Poiſon ia my Name 3 

Such as the Sun, themſelves, to own, do ſhame ? 
Who know me, know, my Verſes harmleſs are : 
And by the Muſes ſacred Quire I ſwear, 

By th' Genizs of my prevailing Fame, 

By thy Ears, candid Reader, and thy Name, 
Which hold the place of Deities to me, 

From all Malignant Envy I am free. 


Ep 


Ep 
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Ep. 18. Ona Fragment of the $ hip Argus. 


This piece thou ſee'ſt of rotten uſeleſs Wood, 
Was the firſt Ship that ever plow'd the Flood : 
Which not the Billows of Cyareaz Scas 
Of old could wreck, or Scythian worſe than theſe. 
Age conquer'd it ; but ia Time's Gulf thus drown'd, 
One Plank's more Sacred, than the Veſlel ſound. 


Ep- 24. On a ſoft Poet. - 


When all the Epigrams are ſweet, you write, 
More candid, than a Face that's painted white ; 
No grain of Salt throughout them all is ſeen, 

Or drop of Gall ? Foo!, to be read, doſt mean ? 
The choiceſt Meat wo'nt down without all Sauce, 
Nor finds the Face, that has no Mole, applauſe. 
To Children give Fruits, that are luſcious ſweet, 


For Men, what's quick and poinant's only meer. 


Ep. 26. To Dexter, on a Wild Boar he ſent him. 


A huge unweildy Boar with much Maſt fed, 
That had laid waſte the Fields where he was bred, 
A 
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A Monſter, like to that Meleager ſlew, 
In's Blood, bold Dexter did his Spear embrew. 
Th Invidious Prey before my Fire doth lye, 
And with its chearful Steam, my Lares by 


Bedews : While of much kindled Wood the Light 


My Kitchen makes all Feſtival and bright. 

The ranting Cook demands a pow'r of Spice, 

Choice Wines for Pickle, of the higheſt Price. 
Back to thy Lord return, thou bluſt*ring Boar, 

My Range, to entertain thee, 1s too poor. 

Dreadful alive, Deſtructive even when lain, 

No leſs the Treaters, than the Huntſman's, Bain. 

Mean Food, and ſcant, I rather chooſe to bear, 

Than ſuch Confounding, tho' Voluptuous, Fare. 


Ep. 30. To Regulus. 


The Chian Figs, the Eggs, and Laying Hens, 
The hoarſe-voic'd Fowl, fat Priſoners of the Pens, 
The ſhaggy Kid, the Dam lamented, loſt, 

Olives preſervd from Injury of Froft ; 
The hoary Herbs bearing the Morning Dew, 


In my own Farm, thou think'ſt, all bred, or grew. 


Lib. VII. 
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A pompous Error; there is no ſuch ſtore, 

But a ſtarv'd Owner nought it ever bore. 
Whate'er thy Umbrian Hinde to thee does bring, 
Or in thy Tuſcu/an or Tuſcan Spring, 

Markets afford, all I on Friends beſtow, 


Suburra's the rich Soil in which they grow. 
Ep. 32. On Cinna. 


When 1n a ſordid Gown thou lov'lt to go, 
But ſhews as white, as the new fallen Snow 3 
Why *bout thy Feet, thy Gown to wear, doſt uſe ? 
Fool, tuck it up, or it will foul thy Shooes. 


Ep. 3». To Stella. 
(lufain, 
When my craz'd Houſe Heav'ns Show'rs cou'd not 


But floated with vaſt Deluges of Rain; 

Thou ſhingles, Stella, ſeaſonably didit ſend, 

Which from th' impetuous Storms did me defend : 
Now fierce loud ſounding Boreas, Rocks does cleave, 
Doſt clothe the Farm, and Farmer naked leave ? 


M Ep. 
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Ep. 38. On Czlus. 


Celizs, impatient longer to abide 
The Morning Aves, and the Great Mens Pride, 
From vagrant Jants, and dirty toilſom Pain, 
To free himſelf, began the Gout to feign 3 


Which while toomuch he ſought,ſhou'd true appear, 
And ſwath his Feet,and did with Oyntments ſmear, 


Walk'd as in Pain, the more his Grief to ſhew, 
See what great Art and Induſtry can do ! 
He feigns not now the Gout, his Gout is true. 


Ep. 41. To Caſtricus. 


If any in Rich Gifts with thee dare vie, 
His Skill with thee, in verſe too, let him try : 
I, poor in both, prepared am to yield, 

And find much Eaſe, by quitting of the Field. 
Why then II! Verſes do I thee preſent ? 
Doſt think, none e&er Alcinows Apples lent ? 


{ 
|; 


Ep. 
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Ep. 42. To Cinna, 


The beſt, when thou art ask'd, is to fay, ay: 
The next is, Cinna, quickly to deny. 
T love him Gives; him, that Denies, not hate ; 


But thou both giveſt and deny'lt too late. 


Ep. 43. To Q. Ovidius, on the Statue of 
Celonus. 


Sce thy Ceſonins lively figur'd here, 
Who unto thee, Ovidtius, was fo dear 5 
Whom Nero did condemn, but thou didſt dare 
Ners condemn, while thou his Fare durſt ſhare, 
Deſpiſing of thine own, and went'ſt along 
Through Seas, through Rocks, Great Partxer of his 
An Exilc, him to follow, rhou didſt chuſe, (Wrong. 
Tho' this, when Conſul, thou didſt him refule. 

It Names ſhall live, commended by my Verſe, 
This FaCt to future Ages they'll rehearſe, 
' That the like Faith from thee Ceſonins found, 


For which to Sexeca, himſelf was ſo renown'd. 


M 2 Ep. 
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Ep. 45. To Priſcus. 


While Verſes thou wil have thy Gift attend, 
Which thou deſir*ſt, like Homer's, may be penn'd, 
Thy ſelf and me thou vexeſt day and night, 

And, to my Grief, thy Muſe takes her Delight. 
Lofty and chiming Verſe to th' Rich preſent, 
Courſe uſeful Gifts beſt to the Poor are ſent. 


Ep. 46. ToLicinius Sura. 


Thou moſt Illuſtrious of our Learned Men, 
Whoſe Style the Ancients does retrieve again : 
How great a Gift did Fates on us beſtow, 
When, ready now to taſte the Waves below, 
They {cnt thee back; when all gave way to Tears, 
And had depoſed both their Hopes and Fears. 
Hells Regent could not ſo much Envy bear, 
But did himſe!f thy Thread of Lite repair. 
Thou ſccit what Grief, wer't Dead, wouldall annoy; 
Andmay*it, thy Aﬀecr-life, in Life, enjoy. (Flow's, 
Live like one inatch'd from Death, crop Joy's brict 
Who fromthe Grave's return'd, ſhould loſe no hour. 


Ep. 
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Ep. 50. To Urbicus. 


if you deſire my Sportive Books to know, 
Yet care not for them Moncy to beſtow ; 
Pompeins Auttus (unknown) from me greet, 
In Mars Revezger's Temple him youll meet ; 
Skill'd in all Law and Courts: On him I look, 
Not as my Reader, but my very Book. 
By heart he has ſo perfeQ ev'ry Line, 
That not a Title can be loſt that's mine. 
£o that the Author he might claim to be, 
Did hemnot favour both my Fame and Me. 
You may your ſelf to him (at ten) invite, 
From Bulineſs he is never free till night. 
His little Supper will admit of two, 
He'll Read ; to Eat, is all you have to do: 
And when you ſay, Enough ; he'll till go on; 
Nay, tho! you're tir'd, he will not yet have done. 


Ep. 51. To Auctus. 


Reading my Books to Celer, pleaſes me, 
If what thou read'ſt, to him, as pleaſing be. 


M 3 Oe 
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O'er Spain, my Native Soyle, he does preſide, 
Such Juſtice in that World did ne'er reſide. 


So Great a Man my Rev'rence does excite, 
Not to a Reader, but a Judge, I write. 


Ep. 52. On Umber. 


All the Saturzal five days to thee ſent, 
In one vaſt Gift, thou didſt to me preſent ; 
Twelve Table-books, ſeven Tooth-picks,and a Cup, 
Olives and Beans 1n Bull-ruſh Frails made up; 
Even pace with theſe a Spoon and Napkin bore, 
A Flaggon ſtain'd with Wine, as black as Gorg; 
Dry*d Plums, Prunello's of the oldeſt date, 
A Jarr of Libyan Figs, of maſly weight. 
The Price of all did of four Shillings lack, 
Which eight ftrong Slaves yet bore upon their Back, 
How cafie, more commedtous had it been, 


By a little Boy t have ſent four Guinea's in ? 


Ep. 53. To Naſidienus. 


There's not a Morn, that me thou doſt not vex 
With idlc Dreams, that may my Thoughts perplex : 


Which, 
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Which, while to expiate, thou doſt pretend, 

The Wine of two years Vintage to an end 

Is brought;Salt, Meal,whole heaps of Gums are ſpent; 
And from my dwindling Flocks my Lambs are ſent: 
A Pig, anHen, an Egg, I cannot keep, 

Watch, with a Pox, or, at thine own Charge, ſleep. 


Ep. 55. On Rabirtus, Domitian's Principal 
Architefs. 

When with ſuch Art, Rabirius did deſign 
Th' Emperial Palace, Models all Divine 
His Soul conceiv'd, his ſoreing Thoughts did fly 
Up to the ſtarry Pole, and arched Sky, 

Pbidias his Jove were Piſa now t'inſhrine, 
No Structure they'd approve, but what were thine. 


Ep. 58, On Cecilianus. 


Cecilian, without Boar, did never eat. 
How well the Eater's ſuited, and his Meat. 


Ep. 59. To Jove. 


Great Rome,dread Jove,and Heav'n,obey thy Nod, 
And all believe, when Cz/ar's ſafe, a God. 
M 4 While 
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While others, for themſclves, do thee adore, 
Whate'er a Deity can give, implore : 

That I alone do nought of thee deſire, 

As Pride in me, let it not move thine Ire, 
That thou to Ceſar would'{t propitious be, 
I only pray, and Ce/ar unto me. 


Ep. 60. To Domitian. 


Preſumptuous Traders did all Rome poſleſs, 
No bounds did ſet to ſuch their mad Exceſs : 
C/ar the peſter'd Streets did open lay, 

Whore only was a Path, he made a Way 
Ground for their Huts, or Veſlſcls none might hire, 
To cauſe the Pretor tread oer Shoes 1'th' Mire : 
And Rogues encourag'd ſecret Arms to bear ; 
Cooks, Barbers, Victallers, all rcltrained are; 
Thy Edit, C2/ar, their Encroachments ſtop 3 


Rome's Rome 3gain, 'rwas lately one great Shop. 
Ep. 63. Ou a Barber. 


When but a Barber thou wert known to be, 
Thy wantoa Dame reisd thee to Knights degree : 
But 


He 
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But for thy Crimes obnoxious to the Law, 

To Sicily thou thought'ſt fit to withdraw. 

In thy now uſeleſs Age what Art wilt court, 

Thy wretched Life how, ſav'd by flight, ſupport? 
Rhet'rick or Grammar Skill thou doſt not own; 
Philoſophy is more to thee unknown ; 

T*a forreign Stage thy ſelf thou canſt not hire; 

Sir Knight, to Barb again, thou muſt retire. 


Ep. 64. ToGargilianus, 


Ten Winters, Gargilianus, twice o'er told, 
Thy ſingle Law-Sait in three Courts did hold. 
Ah, Wretch and Mad-man! Twenty Years to brawi, 
When in thy Pow'r it was, to give up all. 


Ep. 65. On Labienus. 


Fabins ſole Heir did Labienus leave ; 
He yet complains, , he did his Hopes deceive. 


Ep. 
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Ep. 67. To Rufus. 


My Book, to ſhew thy Father, Friend, forbear ; 


Perhaps he only likes thoſe Serious are; 
My wanton Verſe, if they with him ſuccecd, 
I dare to Curius and Fabricins read. 


 Fp.68, On Theophila. 


This is Theophila, that Learned She, 
The Gods, my C anius, have reſerv'd for thee. 
Whom, his Diſciple, Plato's proud to name, 
The Stops doth as emuloully claim, 


The Works will live, that paſs her Learned Teſt, 


So Wile, ſo above Woman, is herBreaſt. 
Not fair Pantenis can to her aſpire, 
Tho' ſo Illuſtripus.in che-Myfes Quire. 
Amorous Sappho may admire her Verſe, 
Greater in Virtue, not in Po'hie Iſs. 


Ep. 72. ToMaxithtis. 


Houſes in Diaz's Mount, in Eſquilin, 
More i'th' Patrician Street of thine are ſeen ; 


Hence 
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Hence Cybel's Fane, from thence thou may'ſt behold 
Vefta's; here Jove's new Temple, there his old. 
Where may we find thee? Say, ia what place? Tell. 
Who ev'ry where reſides, does no where dwell. 


Ep. 75. To Philomuſus. 


Our Great ones ſtrive, who firſt ſhall catch thee up, 
Who carry thee to Plays, to Walk, roSup 


|Take high Delight, as often as they may, 


To bathe with thee, to have thee on the way. 


Donot for this, thy ſelf too much admire, 
They do not love thee, but to Laugh, defire. 


Ep. 80. To Lauſus. 


Thou thirty Epigrams doſt note for bad ; 
Call my Book Good, if thirty Good it ha&. 


Ep. 82. On Eutrapelus. 


Eutrapelus, the Barber, works fo ſlow, 
That while he ſhaves, the Beard a-new does grow. 


"a 
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168 Martial's Epigrams. Lib.V1I 


Ep. 83. To his Book, 


- While my Cecilizs to the World would leave 
My PiQure; and the rare Piece ſeems to breath; 
My Book to Peace, and ſtill Ifer go, 

Held by Secundus from the conquer'd Foe. 

To him a ſmall, but pleaſing, Gift thou'lt be, 
And in my Verſe, my perfeCt Face he'll ſee : 
Which neither Chance, nor pow'r of Time, can raſ: 
Ev'n when Apelles Works they ſhall deface, 


Ep. 84. To Sabellus. 


That thou Tetraſtichs writes, not without Wit, | 


And Diſtichs alſo prettily doſt hit, 


Verſes to write; a Book more Skill does ask. 


E praiſe, but not admire: *Tis no hard Task | 


Ep. 85. On Sextus. 


When but a Stranger, to thy Birth-day Feaſt, 
I ever, Sextus, was a conſtant Gueſt, 
What's fallen out? What did thy Anger move, 
After ſo many Yearsand Proots of Love, 


[f, 


That 
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| That I, thy ancient Friend, am paſſed by ? 

* But I my ſelf can tell the Reaſon why. 

Iſeat no Plate, no Gift to thee I made ; 

For thou call'ſt that a Treat, in truth's a Trade ; 

' Profit thou ſeek'ſt, thou ſeek'ſt not, Sextus, Friends. 
My Man forgot,thou ſay 'ſt,his Stripes ſhall make amends. 


Ep. 86. On Himſelf. 


If Flaccus in an horned Owl delight, 
And Canins in an Erhiope, black as Nights 
E If Publius much a little Bitch does love, 
And Cronins does an Ape no leſs approve; 
If Marins a vile Indian Mouſe afte&s, 
16, Lasſus, thou a pratling Pye reſpe&'t ; 
Glacilla wreaths about her Neck a Snake, 
| 4nother for her Bird a Tomb does make ; 
| Why may not I admire a lovely Face, 
When Monſters, like to theſe, theothers grace: 


Ep. 89. To Creticus, 


Matho objets, my Books unequal are, 
[f he ſays true, he praiſes cer aware, 


Calvin 
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Calvin and Unber writs an equal Strain, ; 
Naught is the Book that's free from heights,and plain, | 


Ep. 91. On Baccara. 


If need thou haſt, thou need ſt not me tntreat, 
Baccar, theſe Words thou often doſt repear. 
| My Creditor's Rage thou in his Look doſt read, 
Thou ſeeſt, but know'ſt not, Baccar, what I need. 
My Rent, thou by, is call'd for in with ſpeed, 
Thou hear'ſt, but know'ſt not, Baccar, what I need. 
T ſhiver in a tatter'd thread-bare Weed, 
Thou ſeeſt, yet know'ſt not, Baccar, what T need. 
I need, that thou wert Planer-ſtruck with ſpeed, 
No raore that thou may'ſt ſay, What doft thou need? 


Ep. 94. On Linus. 


*Tis Winter, and December 's horrid Cold, 
Makes all things ſtark ; yet, Lzzes, thou lay'ſt hold 
On all thou meet'it, none cag thy Clutches mils, 
But with thy frozen Mouth all Rome doſt kifs. 
What could'{t more ſpightfal do, or more ſevere, 
Had'it thuu a Blow o'th' Bace, or Box o'ch' Ear ? 


My 
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My Wife, this time, to kiſs me does forbear, 

Pn | My Daughter roo, however debonaire. 

But thou more Trim and Sweeter art. No doubt, 

Th Icicles, hanging at thy Dog-like Snout, 

The congeal'd Snivle dangling on thy Beard, 

Ranker than th' oldeſt Goat of all the Herd. 

The naſty'{t Mouth i'th* Town Id rather grect, 

Than with thy flowing frozen Noſtrils meet. 

If therefore thou haſt either Shame or Senſe, 


4, | Till Apri! comes no Kiſſes more diſpenſe. 


Ep. 95. 4s Epitaph on Urbicus. 


I Infant UVrbicus here bury'd lye, 
12 | My Name and Birth Great Rome Cid dignihie. 
Three Years I had not full attain'd unto, 
When rigid Fates my Thread did cut in two. 
What ſerv'd my Childhood, Beauty, early Speech ? 
14 | To drop a Tear, 1s all they can beleech. 

Which if thou doſt, may like Chance from thee fly, 
And all thou lov*ft, as ag'd as Neſtor dye. 


Ep. 
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Ep. 96. To his Book, | 


If Book, (eſis Sabinus, (the Renown | 
Of hilly Vmbria, and of the Town 
Of my Friend Aulss Pudens) thou doſt know, 
Howe'er employ d, yet boldly to him go; 
Tho' many urgent Cares oppreſs his Mind, 
A vacant Time to read thee, he will find. 
For me he loves; and deigns my Verſe the Grace, | 
Next Tarnus Noble Works to hold the Place. 
O, what great Trophies are for thee prepar'd ! 
What num'rous Friends ! what Glortes to be ſhar'd ! | 
There's not a Mart, in which thou'lt nct be found, 
A Feaſt, a Strect, but will with thee reſound, 
The Baths, the Portico's, cv'n evry Stall, 
To Ore thou'rt ſcat, but wilt be read by A/. 


Ep. 97. On Caſtor. 


While all things thou didſt buy, it thee befel, 
That all things, Caſtor, thou doſt likewiſe (ell. 


Ep. 
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| Ep. 98. To Criſpus. 


| May'ſt thou the Prince ſtill Gracious to thee find, 
And Rome, no leſs than Egypt, ever kind : 

If, when in Court, my Verſes thou doſt hear, 

(For ſometimes Cz/ar deigns to them an Ear) 

Thou me aftord'ſt this free and candid Praiſe, 

This Man's a Glory, Ceſar, to thy days, 

Yields not to Marſ#s, Pedo, or the beſt. 

This is enough ; to Ceſar leave the reſt, 


Ep. 101, OnMllo. 


While Milo Travels, Fallow lyes his Field, 
His Wife, how&'er, a yearly Crop doth yield. 
How comes ſhe Fruitful, and that Barren? Say. 
His Wife was plow'd, his Land negleCted lay. 


N LIB. 
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Ep. 1. To his Book, | 
(29, 


th' Princes laurell'd Court, ſeeing thou'rt to 


{ iv 
Learn, Book, a chaſte and modeſt Speech to 
(know. 


No place is left for wanton Vers there, 
Pallas, Ceſarian Pallas, rule does bear. 


Ep. 2. To Janus. 


When Jepw, Lord of Times, beheld of late 
Th Emperial Vicor io triumphant State, 
Tho' Fages, he bad two, ac thought them few, 
And wiſh'd that yet more Eyes he had to view. 
With both his Tongues he ſaid unto our Lord, 
Neſtor's four Ages I'll to thee afford, 

O Father Janus ! thine own allo give, 

'That he not long, but may for ever live. 


Ep. 


0 
go 


Ep. 
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Ep. 3. To his Muſes. 


Five had ſuffic'd, fix Books or ſeven do cloy, 
Why doſt as yet delight, yy Muſe, to toy ? 
Give oer for ſhame: Fame has not more to grace 
My Verſe, the Buſineſs made in ev'ry place. 
And whenproudTombs,in which forFameMentruſt, 
Oferthrown and broken lye reduc'd to Duſt, 
I ſhall be read, Strangers will make'r their care, 
Unto their ſev*cal Soils my Works to bear. 

She of the Szcred Nine, (when I had fpoke) 
Whoſe Locks with Odours drop, thus Silence broke. 

And wild thou then thy pleaſant Verſe forſake ? 
What better (hotce, Ungrateful, canſt thow nuke ? 
Exchange thy Mirthful for a Tragick Vein ; 
Thunder harſh Wars in an Heroick Strain 
Which ſtrutting Pedants, till they're hoarſe, may rant, 
While the Ripe Touth deteſt to hear the Cant: 
Let the oer-ſowre and dull that way delight, 
Whoſe Lamps at Midnight ſte theWretches write, 
But ſeaſon thou thy Lines with ſharpeſt Wit, 
That all may read their Vices ſmartly hit. 
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Altho thou ſeeniſt to play but ou a Reed, 
Thy flender Pipe the Trumpet does exceed, 


Ep. 6. On,Fuctus. 


Than Euus antick Plate, nothing can be 
More hateful ; Earthen Pots I wiſh to ſee, 
When he their raving Ped'grees to relate, 
Deadens the Wine with his old ruſty Prate. 
Thu Cup, Laomedon's ows Table grac'd 1 
This was Apollo's, when Troy's Walls he plac'd ; 
This, *zainſt the Lapithes, did Rhecus throw, 
See how 'tis craz'd, and batter d with the blow! 
This, of odd Make, was Neſtor's high Delight, 
Neſtor's own Thumb did wear this Dove ſo bright. 
Achilles, in this Scyff, large Dranghts did pour 
To's Friends, having carous'd it off before. 

This Bowl to Bitias Dido quaff 'd, that Night 

She entertain'd ber lov'd Dardanian Knight ! 

While thus he boaſts Goblets of Priaw's Age, 
Wines of * A/?yazax our Thirlts aliwage. 

We'd rather of thy Wine thou'd'lt crack the Odds, 
Give us the Liquor, not the Plate, o'th' Gods. 


* That is, Infant Wine, new, and naughr. 


Ep. 
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Ep. 7. On Cinna. 


Is this to plead, the Learned Lawyer play, 
In ten Hours, Cin2, but nine Words to ſay? 
Yet thou this Time, four Glaſſes didſt increaſe. 
"Tis a vaſt while that thon canſt hold thy Peace. 


Ep. 10, On Baſlus. 


Baſſus a Gown of richeſt Purple Die, 
But lately, for an hundred Crowns did buy. 
O mighty Bargain! Why? So Cheap d'you ſay? 


Yes, unto him, who never means to pay. 


Ep. 11. To Domitan. 


That C2/ar's come to Rome, the Rhixe does know, 
So far, ſo faſt, the Peoples Voices go; 
Their iterated Shouts the Scythians fright, 
All Nations, whom their Joy does not delight. 
While in the Cirque their Sa/ve's welcom thee, 
The Races they regard not, tho' they ſee. 
No Prince, Thy ſelf, was cer ſo lov'd before, 
Rome if ſhe would, ſhe could not love thee more. 


N 3 Ep. 
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Ep. 1 2- On Priſcus. 


Doſt ask, Why a Rich Wiic I would not wed ? 
Becauſe I would be Lord 1'th* Marri'ge Bed. 
Priſcus, the Wite, ſhould the Inferior be : 

But Wealth on her part, makes a Parity. 


Ep. 13. On a Fool. 


T bought a Fool, I thought, for ewenty Pound, 
Reſtore my Coyn, the Fool his Wit has found. 


Ep. 14. On his Cruel Friend. 


Leaſt Winter Blaſts ſhou'd th» choice Fruitannoy, 
And keener Air thy tender Fiznts deſtroy, 
Fences encloſe them of tranſparent Stone, 
Which, without cold, admit the Sun alone. 
But unto me thou giv'{t an open Cell, 
Where Boreas even himſclt wou'd fear to dwell. 
With Friendſhip, Cruel, how does this agree ? 
Than be thy Friend, *twere better be thy Tree. 


Ep 


Xx” —_ A Was. 4 


Lib.VIIIL, Martial's Epigrams. 159 


Ep. 18. To Cirinius, 


Such Epigrams, Cirinius, thou doſt frame, 
As with, or before, mine, might get a Name : 
But ſuch Regard to thy old Friend thow'aſt ſhown, 
That my Fame 's dearer to thee, than thine own. 
Thus Odes, for Horace ſake, Virgil forbore, 
Altho* he Pzxzday could have gone before, 
To /arss l:ft the proud Cothurnal Vein, 
Tho' himſelf mightier was i'th* Tragick Strain. 
Many will give their Goods, their Gold,their Ground. 
But, that give place in Wit, there's few arc found. 


Ep. 19. On Cinna. 


To pretend Want, like Rich Men, thouart vain, 
Poorer in Truth, than thou thy ſelf canſt feign. 


Ep. 20. On Varus. 


Thou heaps of Verſes daily dolt deviſe, 
Yet none recite ; both Fool thou art, and Wiſe. 


N 4 Ep. 
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Ep. 21, On the coming of Cafar. 


Phoſphor, bring Light; why doſt our Joys delay ? 
Ce/ar's.to come ; Phoſphor, bring on the Day. 
Rome begs it. Art drawn in Bootes Tecm, 
Thou moy'ſ ſp ſlowly with a lazy Beam ? 
Caftor will not refuſe that thou ſhould'ſt mount 
His ſwift foot G/laron on this account, 
Impatient Tia» why doſt thou detain ? 
Xanthus and Ethon both deſire theRein ; 
Aurora waits : Yet ling'ring Stars there be, 

As if the Moon th' Auſonian King would ſee! 
Come, Ce/ar, tho' in Night, let Stars delay : 
When thou art here, we ſhall not want a Day. 


Ep. 24: To Domutian. 


If in this little Book of modeſt Brow, 
I ought do beg, and not too Great, allow : 
Or if thou grant'ſt not, Ce/ar, let me ſue; . 
Incenſe and Pray*rs n&er Jove's Diſpleaſure drew. 
Not he that carves the Form, in Stone and Oar, | 
Does make a God, but he that does Adore. 


Ep. 
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| Ep. 29. 


- WhoDiſticks writes, to Brevity does look: 
* But where's the Brevity, if't fills a Book ? 


Ep. 30. On the Story of M. Sczvola ated. 


In Brutus time, what was Rome's higheſt Praiſe 
Is as a Paſtime ſhew'd, in Ceſar's days: 
The Preſentation, the true Story ſhames, 
| His Valiant Hand ſo bravely graſps the Flames, 
Enjoys its Torment, and derides their Ire, 
 Frolicks and Reigns in the aſtoniſh'd Fire! 
' His own SpeQator he appears to ſtand, 
T' Applaud, not Feel, the Fun'ral of his Hand! 
 TheAltars gluts, and if not torn away, 
- Fleſh'd only, and unwilling to obey, 
His other Hand h'ad thruſt into the Flame, 
Freſh,when that fainted; Fierce,when that was Tame! 
' After ſo brave a Deed, invidious 'twere, + 


| To ſearch his Life, or Stock, or to impair 
His Fame, by urging what he was before. 
| What he has done's enough, I naced no more. 


P- Ep. 
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Ep. 31.” OnDento. 


To Men, pleaſantly of thee to conceive : 

Who begg | that F Grace, as ſoon as thou art wed, 
Which ſhould be giv'n thee from the Marri'ge Bed. I, 
But with Requeſts, to tire the Prince, forbear, 
And to thy long-left Wife and Home repair ; bl 
Who, while at Rome thou'rt ſuing on the Score 

Of having Three Sons, will have brought thee Four, V 


* The Benefic given to ſuch as had Three Children, which the Em A 
peror ſometimes in favour gave to thoſe that had none. W 


Thou know'ſt not, Dexto,what thou doſt give leave 
l 
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Ep. 33. On a Cup preſented to him. 


A Leafof gilded Bays your Gift does ſeem, 
But nam'd a Cup, to gain it more Eſteem. br 
Sure it was Lacker, Papeants does adorn, 
Whereon the Images of Gods are borne, 

Or elſe ſome Bed-poſt, this rich Plate, did yield, 
Which, by thy Knaviſh Boy, from thence was peel 'd. | 
So light it is, the Wind, that ev*ry Fly | 
Makes with its Wings, o'er-turn'd it paſſing by; | 3: 

_ The 
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The Vapor of a Candle bore it up, 

ne drop of Wine aboliſh quite the Cup. 
-2ve March-pains are ſpatterd with ſuch Maſly Gold, 

When they for Childrens New-years-Gifts are {old 3 
eg, Sun-beams, that make blown Lilkes bow the head, 
ed. More ſolid arez the Goffomer that 's ſpread 

Upon rhe Graſs; Paint on a Ladies Face, 

Which thine(t laid, is held the greaterGrace. 

To Jars and Goblets, why doſt thou pretend, 

ir. When but a Spoon or Bodkin thou might'ſt ſend? 
= ASpoon or Bodkin ? I too much doſay; 

:When to give Nothing, in thy pow'r it lay. 


Ep. 35. On an Evil Couple. 


When you ſo well agree in courſe of Life, 
the vileſt Husband, and the vileſt Wife, 
Tis ſtrange, that ever you ſhould live in Strife. 


Ep. 37. To Domitian. 


Smile, Ceſar, at the Pyramids loud Fame 
Memphis no more thy barb'rous Wonders name ; 
[he Th 
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Th' Egyptian Works reach not the ſmalleſt part, 
Of the Parrhafian Courts Majeſtick Art : 

No ſuch Itluſtrious Piece the day does ſhow ; 
Nor S»/ in's Univerſal Travels know. 

| Seven vaſt Pavilions, like ſeven Mountains, riſe, 
| "MH Pelion on Ofſa ſcal'd not ſo the Skies ; 

; Thunder and Clouds beneath, th' aſpiring Top 
Enters the Heavens,and *gainſt the Stars does knock; 
The Sun ſalutes it with his early it Ray, 

On higheſt Hills *tis Night, when here *ris Day. 

Thy Palace, *bove th' O/ympian, tho' renoun'd, Tc 


Unto its Lord is not yet equal found. T 


Ep. 39. To Domirian. An 


For thoſe that eat the Courts Ambroſian Fare, 
Spactous enough the Rooms not lately were. 
The Strufture now adds to the Wine a Grace, Hz 


Which Gazymedes pour forth in cv'ry place. 


ut 
Rome does implore,Jove'sGuelt thou late wou'd'it be; 


Or if Impatient, that he'd Sup with thee. Th 


0 
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[II 
Ep. 49. To Priapus. 


| Priapms, (not rmy Vines or Fruit to ſave, 
| Bur a thin Wood) thy Patronage I crave; 
From whence thoucam'ſ,and may'lt a-new bemade. 
t me adviſe thee, ſpoil the Stealers Trade, 
And for the Owners Fire reſerve the Stock ; 
{that ſhall fail, thy ſelf art but a Block. 


10ck! 
Ep. 43. On Fabius and Chreſtilla. 


' Fabiwzall Wives, Chreſftils Husbands ſped, 
Torches triumphant ſhook, when they were dead. 
Their Fortune, Yenrw, let theſe Viftors try, 

And on one Bier doubtleſs they both will lye. 


re, Ep. 44. To Titullus. 


Tho! late, enjoy thy Life, thy ſhort time rate z 
Hdſt thou begua a Boy, it had been late : 
ut, Wretch, even Old, thou know'ſt not yet to live, 
"ſbT"attend the Great, doſt thy laſt Periods give ; 
[irough all the Law-Courts thou doſt ſwettingrun, 
0 kind of Duty, Hardſhip, Slav*ry ſhun, 


'F Scrape, 
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Scrape, heap, poſſeſs, thou all behind muſt leave ; 
Thee, of thy preſent Caſh, Death will hereave, 
Of all in Baok, ar Bond, that's torthee due; 
Nor will thy flatCring Heir to thee: be rrue : 
But when he has.confun'd thy mighty Store,, 
Swear, after all, that thou didft diebut Poor: 
Nor will Ins Leudnets that thovt time forbare, 
He does the. Fun'ral Buces for thee prepare 
But, in's falſe Tears, will with thy Relick lie, 
The very day in which he ſav thee die. 

Ep. 46. On a Chaſt Boy. 


How great's.thy; Virtue; and thy Form how rare! 
Theſeus Chaſt Son cannor with thee eampare. 
For all the Glory of her Virgin Name, 
To bathe with thee, Diaza would not ſhame. 
And wbom, might: Cbe/e-alane enjoy, 
She would: prefer befbre: her Phrygian Boy, 
Gagymeade's Place: did thou to Jave ſupply, 
Juno thou would'ft redeers from. Jealouſie. 
Happy *s the Maid ſhall thy ſoft Breaſt enflame, 
And give thee firſt a. Man's and Husband's Name. 


Ep 
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Ep. 48. On Crifpinus's Robe. 


When at the Bath Cr:ſpinus did undreſs, 
To whom he gave his Robe, he cannot guels. 
Reſtore the Spoil, whoever has is, pray. 
Not this Cr:ſpinus, but the Robe does ſay. 
A Scarlet Gown is not for all Mens wear, 
Who are not Noble, this rich Dice forbare. 
If Theft delights thee, a diſhauef, !'rize, 
Avoid what will betray thee, it covu rt Wile, 


Ep. 50. To Domitian, 


As was that Ovant Feaſt, Night ſwelld with Joy, 
After that Fove the Giants did deftroy; 
And vulgar Gods, together with the Great, 
Berigaly at his Heavenly Table trear; 
And Fauns and Satyrs were allow'd to call 
Freely for NeQtar 'th' Olympian Hall. 
Such was that Genial Feaſt, trwmphant State, 
When Cfer did his Laurel confecrate, 
And Gods, as welFas'Men, exhilerate. 


Patricians, 
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Patricians, People, Knights, all Rome did eat 
With their Great Lord of his Ambroſian Meat, 
Great things thou promis'd, greater didſt beſtow, 
Not for a Dole, but Royal Feaſt we owe. 


Ep. 55. To Domitian. 


Like the amazing Terrors which reſound 
In Libyan Paſtures, and adjoyning Ground, 
When Herds of Lions rage in Forreſts nigh, 
And make the fierceſt Bulls and Shepherds fly 
Home to their Holds, ready through Fear todie: 
Such was the Roaring late ith” place of Game, 
A Troop of Lions {cem'd to make the ſame ; 
It was but One, but One all elſe did dread, 
And paid SubjeCtion to his Crowned Head. 

O, what a horrid Grace his Neck did ſhow ! 
Down to his Feet his curled Main did flow: 

His large ſpread Breaſt, for largeft Spears qzd call; 
Great was the Fear, and Triumph, at his Fall. 
Like Glory Libyan Coaſts ne'cr ſent before, . - 
Nor 1ds ever ſaw in all her Store : | 


Was! 


III 
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Was*t not the ſame t* Alciaes gave Renown, 
And by thy Father from the * Stars ſent down? 


* The Conſtellation Leo. 
Ep. 56. To Flaccus. 


When former Ages Glory ſtoops to ours, 
And Rome 1s greater with her Emperors, 
That Maro's Sacred Vein is no where found, 
And none ſo deep the Trump of War does ſound, 
Thou wonder'ſt, Flaccus : Whereas do but grant 
Mecenas's, and thou'lt not Maro's want: 
Nay, if thy Farm alone thou wilt beſtow, 
The World ſhall to thee for a Virgil owe. 

The Lands which near to ſack'd Cremona lay, 
The Soldier ſhar'd, and drove the Flocks away : 
* Tityruc, alas, involved in the Wrong, "Virgil, 
Wept forth his Loſles in a feeble Song. 
The*T»/car Knight ſmil'd, when hisFortunefrown'd, 
And all the Poets Care in Plenty drown'd. 
Malignant Want, Parent of Mean Conceit, 
(He, God-like, cry'd) Make hence thy ſwift Retreat, 


* Mecenas, 


Q And 
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And take thou Wealth, and beſt of Poets be, 
*Bove what the World &er ſaw, or &er ſhall ſee. 
My fair Alexis to2, ( you underſtand) 
Without a Rival i at your Command. 

The lovely Boy, at his new Maſter's Board, 
With ſnowy Hands the black * Flernum pour'd ; 
So bright a Fountain, and fo rich a Stream, 

Was never Poet's Love, or Poet's Theme! 
Then with his Roſie Lips he took the Say, 
Had Fove look'd on, I'ad ſnatch'd the Boy away. 

Straight from th* aftoniſh'd Poet's raviſh'd Heaxt, 
All former Fhoughts of his low Rural Art 
Quite vaniſh'd, each courſe, Rude-ſpun Idea, 
His Sun-burnt Theſti/z and Galates ; 

And in his lofty high inſpir'd Mind, 
Bright Schemes of War, Heroes, and Nations, ſhin'd: 
Who, late a Gat, could ſcarcely well inhearſe, 
In the weak Numbers of his 11|-wrought Verſe. 
He drank Heroick Fancy with his Wine, 
Riches and Love tura'd all his Thoughts Divine. 
"What boots it me, to count the enrich'd Store 
Of Noble Pocts ? Marſas, Yarns, more ? 


* A rich ine, 


Whoſe 


1oſe 
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Whoſe Names, a Burden *twere, but to repeat. 
Thou askeſt then, If Me thou alſo treat 
Mecenas way, ſhould'ſt thou a Virgil ſee ? 
If not a Virgil, Tl a * Marſus be. 
* That is, Equal the beſt Epigrammatft. 
Ep. 58. To Czſar. 

Tho? thou great Gifts haſt giv*n,and wilt give more; 
Vitor of Kings, and thine own Deeds before; 
Thou art not lov'd, 'cauſe thy Rewards are free; 
But thy Rewards are lov'd, Cz/ar, for thee. 


Ep. 59. On a One-ey d Thief: 


Seelt him, who ſhifts ſo well with his one Eye, 
Under whoſe bold and brazen Brow does Iye 
The others gaping Socket ? Th Man forbcar 
To ſcorn, there no where lives a Sp lo rare. 
Autolzens's Fingers never were 
Such Lime-twigs, nor might they v ith his compare. 
If he's your Gueſt, cautious you'd need to be, 
For then he lays about him, and does ſee 
With both his Eyes: And let the Waiters watch 
With ne'er ſuch CircumſpeCtion, yet he'll catch 
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A Cup, a Spoon, cer they're aware entrap 
The vagrant Napkins, hoarding all in's Lap: 
If from the Back a Cloak a little ſtray, 

Tis his, and double Cloak'd he goes away. 
The Lacquies Flambces, tho' on a light flame, 
He dares attempt, nor dces he fear the Shame. 
Aud if he lights upon no other Prey, 


He'll chouſe his Boy, ſteal his own Shooes away. 
Ep. 61. On Carinus. 


Vipers ncer ceaſc to gnaw Carina Breaſt, 
Anguiſh and Grief his Quiet to moleſt ; 
His Envy rages to that high degree, 
To hang himſclf he only wants a Tree. 
Not 'cauſe my Books now richly gilt and bound, 
My ſelf and Verſe through all the World renown'd : 
But-Tave a Houſe near Rome, and on the Score, 
I'm drawn with Mules, not hir'd, as heretofore. 
What ſhall I wiſh, th'Envious to repay ? 
I wiſh, on him that Fortune alſo may 
A Farm beſtow near Town, and Men may tell, 
That Mules he drives,and Roots and Herbs does (ell. 


Ep. 
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Ep. 64. On Clytus. 


That many Preſents Friends to thee may ſend, 
Eight Birth-days in one Year thou doſt pretend. 
Tho? freſher were thy Looks and brighter ſhin'd, 
Than the ſmooth Stones upon Sea-ſhores we find 
Thy Hair yet blacker than the blackeſt Jet, 

And all that Youth proclaims, in thee were met ; 
Older than Priam, Neſtor, thee I'd hold, 

For they ſo many Birth-days never told : 

For (ſhame thy Rapines then at length forbear, 
And let one Day ſuffice thee in a Year ; 

Leaſt Men deny to thee a Humane Birth, 
Believe thee ſome vile Produt of the Earth. 


Ep. 65. To Domitian, 


Were this refulgent Temple we behold, 
* Fortune Returnd, her Altar ſtood of old. 
Great Ceſar made a ſtand firſt in this Place, ? 
Shewing, through Duſt of War, Majeſtick Grace, 
And darting Beams of Glory from his Face, C 
* The Name of the Temple, 


O 3 Here 
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Here Rome, with Laurels crown'd, with Hand and 
Honour'd their Prince,and highly did rejoyce. (Ve 
The Place an Ovant Arch does alſo ſhow, 
And that, the Dacians double Overthrow : 
Two Charts, drawn by Elephants, there ſtands 
Upon the Top, his Hand their Reins command ; 
His Figure, carv'd in Gold, *s ſeen both to ride, 
Able, alone, two ſuch vait Teams to guide. 

Ceſar, this Arch comports with Rome's Renown, 
The Entrance ſhould be ſuch to Mars's Town. 


Ep. 67. OnCecilianus. 


When the fifth hour not yet is told by thee, 
Thou com'it, Cecilia, to Sup with me ; 
The Courts of Law yet fir, the Play's not done, 
Cliſtss, ho, to Grillus hathes ſtreight run, 
Altho' unwalhd, my Servant 's bid return, 
And lay the Cloth. C ecz/zamus, (it; 
CalPit for warm Water ? Cold's not brought 1n yet, 
The Kitchin-door 1s lock'd, the Fire not lit. 
Why didlt thou ſtay fo long, as five, toSup ? 
Ith* Morning cam'ſt not, when thou firſt wer'tup? 


Or 
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Or why not at an hour, that was too late ? 
Come when thou wilt, it muſt be out of date. 


Ep. 68. To Entellus. 


Thoſe who ſo high Alcinous Orchards raiſe, 
With greater reaſon may thy V:/la praiſe. 
That Winter's rage may not thy Fruit lay waſte, 
No chilling Cold Bacchws rich Cluſters blaſt ; 
Tranſparent Stone thy rarer Plants encloſe, 
Guard from the Froſt, and to the Eye expoſe : 
So Virgins Limbs their ſilken Veſtments ſhow, 
AndChriſtal Streams,theStones,o'er whichthey How. 
Nature, by help of Art, will nought refule, 
autumn, in depth of Winter, ſhe'll produce. 


Ep.69g. On Vacerra. 


Vacerra does the Ancients only praiſe, 
Thinks Poets dead alone deſerve the Bays. 
Forgive me, wiſe Vacerrs, if that I 
To have thy Praiſe, do make no haſte to dye. 


O4 Ep 
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Ep. 76. On Gallicus. 


Speak the Truth, Martial 3 of all Lowe, be bold ; 
There's nothing I ſo gladly would be told. 
So, Gallices, thou urgently doſt ſay, 
When thou recit'{t thy Books, and on the day 
Thou publickly haſt pleaded at the Bar. 
»Tis hard to hide, what thou dolt preſs fo far. 
Then, Gallicus, if thou the Truth wou'd'ſt hear, 
There's nothing, like the Truth, that thou doſt fear. 


Ep. 79. On Fabulla. 


All thy Companions aged Beldams are, 
Or more deform'd, than Age makes any, far : 
Theſe Cattel at thy heels thou trail'ſt always 
To publick Walks, to Suppers, and to Plays. 
"Cauſe when with ſuchalone we thee com pare, 
Thou canſt be ſaid, Fabul/a, Young or Fair. 


Ep. 80. To Czar, 


Our Fathers Deeds, Ce/ar, thou doſt revive, 
Preſerve the grayeſt Ages ſtill alive; 
T he 
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The antiquated Latian Games renew, 

The Fight with ſimple Fiſts, thy Sands do ſhew ; 
Temples, tho? old, their Honour thou maiatain'ſt, 
The mean, for th' ſake of richer, nor difdain'ſt. 
Thus while thou new doſt build, theold reſtore, 
We owe thee for thy own, and all before. 


Ep. 81. On Gellia. 


In Gellia's Vows no God or Goddeſs ſhare, 
She by their Names, nor Sacred Rites, does ſwear, 
But by hcc Pearls, which do fo rarely pair. 
Theſe ſhe does hug and kiſs, and often call 
Her Brothers and her Siſters, ev'n her All; 
Her deareſt Children rates them far above, 


\ And to them ſhews a far more ardent Love :; 


And ſhou'd the Wretch by any Chance theſe loſe, 
To live a Minute longer ſhe'd refule. 

Oh, for a dexr'rous Cheat what would I give ? 
To reave a Life, ſo ill deſerves to live. 
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LIB. IX. 


— — — _ — Frog 


Ep. 1. To Avitus. 
(known, 


{ bad thy learn'd Breaſt, Great Poet, 's to me 


And that thy Verſe will raiſe me *bove mine 
Yet this ſhort Title on my Statue place, (own; 
Which*mong no common Authors thou doſt grace. 

I'm He, in Sportive Verſe, none is above, 

Who noxe aſtoniſh, vet all Readers love ; 

In wvaſterMorks * vaſt uncouth things are ſaid, 

My Glory i, that I am often read. 


* 7. e, The old monſttous Poetick Fable of Gorgons, Centaurs, &c. 


Ep. 2. To Domitian, on the Temple built tn 
Honour of the Flavian Fanuly. 


While Summers, Autumns, Winters ſhall abide, 
Empecrial Names ſhall o'er the Months preſide ; 
While great December's bright and glorious day, 
Shall boaſt Domitiar made the Rhee obey 3 


While 
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While the Tarpejan Rock {hall fix'd remain, 

And Fove within the Capitol ſhall reign; 

While Roman Matrons Julia ſhall adore, 

With Frankincenſe the Goddeſs mild implore; 

The lofty Temple of the Flavian Race, 

Shall Aouriſh with Divine Immortal Grace; 

Like Sun and Moon, even like Rowe's Empire, ſtand, 
A Heaven is built by a Viftorious Hand. 


Ep. 6. On Paulla. 


That, Paula, thou v ould'ſt Priſcus wed, thou'rt wiſe; 
And he's no Fool, that he does thee deſpiſe. 


Ep. 8. On Afer. 


Thee home return'd, from Africh, IT heard ſay, 
And five days Aves did delign to pay : 
But twice and thrice attending, it was ſaid, 
Thou wert employ'd, or elſe, thou wert ia Bed. 
Enough 3 thou lik'ſt not, that I wiſh thee well, 
'Tis eaſier too for me to ſay, Farewell, 


Ep. 
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Ep. 9. To Bithinicus. 


Fabius, (to whom thy Preſents yearly brought, 
Six thouſand) as I hear, has left thee noughr. 
Complain not; he has bequeath'd more to none: 
Six thouſand's left thee yearly of thine own. 


Ep. 11. On Cantharus. 


When, Cantharus, thov'rt a Slave to others Met 
Men with Reproofs and Railings doſt thou treat? 
Forbear the Sharpneſs of a Mind that's Free; 
Cynick andGlutton both thou canſt not be. 


Ep. 14. On Earinus, 


Thy Name the ſ{weetelt Seaſon in does bring, 
( Joy of the plund'ring Bees) the flow'ry Spring; 
Which to decypher Yeu may delight, 
Or Cupid, with a Plume from 's own Wing, write; 
Which thoſe, that Amber chafe, ſhou'd only note, 
Or be upon, .or with a Jewel wrote ; 
A Name the Cranes do figure as they fly, 
And boaſt to Fove, as they approach the Sky : 


/ 
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A Name that does with no place elſe comport, 
But where 'tis fix*d, only inCeſar's Court. 


Ep. 15, On a Paraſite. 


He on thy Cheer and Table does attend, 
Can'ſt thou believe to be a Faithful Friend ? 
The Boar, the Mullet, Souce he loves, not thee ; 
If I as richly far'd, my Friend he'd be. 


Ep. 16. On Cloe. 


(le this Tomb, upon ſeven Husbands dead, 
Caus'd to be rais'd, What can be truer ſaid? 


Ep. 20. On Sabellus. 


Ponticus Baths, who frankly thee did treat, 
Thou praiſed'ſt in three hundred Verſe compleat: 
Thy buſineſs was not here to Bathe, but Eat. 


Ep. 23. To Paſtor. 


Paſtor, thou may'(t ſuppoſe I Wealth require, 
On like Accounts the Vulgar it deſire : 


That 


: 
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That in my Setzn or rich Tuſcax ground, 
The Chains of many working Slaves may ſound ; 


That Libyan Teeth my Tables may adorn, 
In-laid with Iv'ry, and withTv*ty borne ; 

My Beds may creek with Plates of pureſt Gold, 
Falernian Wine my large bright Chriſtals hold ; 
WM attendant Maids may be of ſuch a frame, 
As may the Hearts of all my Gueſts enflame, 
With Hebes {elf conteſt a beaut'ous Name 3 
That Slaves in Purple me a loft may bear, 
While aum'rous Clients throng about my Chair. 
None of all theſe (the Gods I do atteſt) 

Have the leaſt place within my temp'rate Breaſt. 
Dolt ask, Why Riches I do wiſh for then? 

To build, not Houles, but deſerving Men. 


Ep. 25. To Carus, on the Emperor s Statue. 


What Noble Artiſt has ſuch Glory won ? 
In taking Csſar's Face, Phiazas out-done ? 
Whoſe poliſh'd Iv'ry is no way fo fair, 

As with the Latiae-Marble to compare. 


Such 


ach 


] 
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Such with delight,we ſee Heav'ns Face, and wonder, 
When, without Clouds ſerene, we hear it thunder. 
Pallas not only gave thee th' Olive Wreath, 

But her own Work, thisStatue, did bequeath. 


Ep. £6. On Afer. 


If we thy Maid, preſenting Wine, behold, 
Thy muddy Looks thy Jealouſie unfold. 


| What is theCrime on a fair Face to look, 


When this the Stars, the Sun, the Gods do brook ? 
Muſt we avert our Eyes, if Beauty ſhine, 

As if a Gorgon skink'd to us the Wine ? 

Stern was Alcides, yet he did permit 

Hyles to open View : No Jealous Fit 

Poſlelles Fove, or does his Peace annoy, 

When Mercury with Ganymede does toy. 

If thou wouldſt, none thy Beauteous Maid ſhould ſee, 
Thy Gueſts muſt * Oedipus and Phineas be, *Blind Men, 


Ep. 27. To Nerva. 


Who Verſes dares to inſpir'd Nerwa ſend, 
To Coſmns too may ſome vile Drug commend; 


Violets, 
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Violets, where Roſes in their Glory be, 

Courſe Corſick Honey to the Hyblan Bee : 

Yet in my {lighter Verſe ſome Grace is found, 
As Olives pteale, where choiceſt Cates abound. 
Nor wonder that my conſcious Muſe dues fcar 
My Weakneſs, and thy Judgment does revere; 
When Nero, of no mean Poetick ſtrain, 


In's youthful Flights, dreaded thy ſtronger Vein. 


Ep. 29. 4n Epitaph on Latinus. 


The charming Grace, the Glory of the Stage, 
Th Applauſe, the Darling, Paſtime of the Ape ; 
Latin lies here, who Cato would have made 
His fix*d SpeQtator, ſourneſs have allay'd 
In rough Fabritizs, His ſtrift Life ne'er drew 
The Stages Vice, its Arts he only knew. 

Dear to his Lord he muit, by Vertue, be, 

His Lord, whoſe Eyes, the inward Mind, do ſee. 
Him, * Phzbus Paraſite, ceaſe, Rome, to name, 
To be thy Joves Domeſtick, he did claim, 


* Stage-Players were ſo called. 


—_—_ 
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Ep. 30. 4n Epitaph on Philenis, 


When Neftor's years thou could'ſt but barely tell, 
Poor Hagg, ſo early, wert thou ſnatch'd toHell ? 
Sibylla's Age, all out, thou didſt not ſee, (three. 
Her yeats thou ſum'd'ſt, but Months thou wanted {t 

Oh, what a Voice is ſtiIPd! a hundred Scolds, 
Whea all a Right pretend, whea all their Holds 
Faſten at once, and yell, make not that Din ; 

A Pack of Hounds, when all their Throats ſet in, 
Together with the Huntſmen, and their Horn; 
A School of Boys, conning at early Morn. 

Who now ſhall charm the Moon down from her 
Soſagely who,tt”Adulterers Letters bear? Ophere? 
Oh ſad Miſchance! Oh heavy fatal Croſs ! 

Miſchief was ne'er before at ſuch a Loſs. 

Lye lightly on her, Earth, no weighty Stones, 

That, with more eaſe,Dogs may ſcrape up her Bones, 


Ep. 31, On Nigrina. 


Antiſtus fell in Aſia's cruel Clime, 
Which Land does bear the Odium of this Crime. 


P His 
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His Bones Nigrina in her Boſom brought, | 
And the dear Burden made the way ſeem ſherr. 


Which when within the Envy'd Tomb ſhe laid, 
Twice ſhe appear to be a Widow made. 


Ep. 35. On the Flavian Temple. 


When Jove the Fl:vian Temple did behold, 
Like Heaven refulgent, darting Beams of Gold, 
He ſcorn'd his Tomb in 14a feign'd of old : 
And drench'd with N<cCtar,(w hichis plenteous found 
At his free Boar?, where Goblets oft go round) 

He reach'd a Bowl to Mars, but with his Eye 
Regarding Phebas and his Siſter by, 

Together with Alcides, and the Son of May, 
And to's immortal Ofi-ſpring thus did fay. 

My Tomb you rais'd in Cye:t 3 but fee the odds, 
Of Ce/ars, and of being Father of the Gods. 


Ep. 36. On Philomuſus. 


By theſe your Arts you many a Supper gain, 
Tclling fuck things for Truths, you meerly fergn : 


You 
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You know the Counſels of the Parthian Court, 
And can the Forces on the Rhzxe report ; 

With th' Dacian General pretend to hold 
Intelligence ; oay, before-hand, are bold 

To tell the Chance of War, who'll ViEtor be, 
When 't Rains in Fgypr, at this diſtance ſee 3 

The Fleet that Carthage will this year equip, 

} You can relate, the Rate of ev'ry Ship ; 

: Upon whoſe Head th' Emperor will beſtow 

; | The Olive Wreath ; all this, and more you know. 
] Your Arts, this night, within your Breaſt lock up, 
On which Condition, you with me ſhall Sup; 

For my good Chear my Ears do not abule, 

With groſleſt Lies, 1n other Terms, your New's. 


| Fp. 40. On Cxſonia s Burth-day. 


This was our Earthly Jove's firſt happy Morn, 
Rhea oft wv #h'd her Jove upon it born, 
| Which day firſt light did to C2/0ai4 ſhow, 
| No Daughter cer t'a Mother more did owe; 
Two mighty Joys the day in Rufus moves, 
{ Which for his Prince, and for his Wiſe, he loves. 
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Ep. 43: To Apollo. 


So may thy Temples, Phzb», honour'd be, 

Prophetick Swans held Sacred unto thee; 
The Mules glory to make up thy Train, 
The Delphick Oracles prove never vain, 
The Palace Divine Worſhip to thee pay 
As Czfar (thou inſpiring him) ſhall ſay, 
The Grace thou ak'ft, to Stella I will ſhow, 
(Conſular Enfigns upon him beſtow. 

Thy happy Debtor then, a ſteer T1] bring, 
With gilded Horns for my glad Offering ; 
This Vow upon my rural Altar pays 
The Vitim's ready, Phzb»s, why doſt ſtay ? 


Ep. 44. On the Statuc of Hercules. 


He, with the Lion's Skin beneath him ſpread 
On the hard Stone, to make a ſvfter Bed; 


Whole left Hand holds a Club, whoſe right a Cup, 


S:ypine the Poſture, Face to Heav'n caſt up, 


To Heav'n himſelt once bore; 1s, tho” you ſee 


In Figure {mall, a Mighty Deity ! 
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No modern Maſter glories 1a this Piece, 

[t boaſts Lyſppus hand, and Art of Greece. 

Firſt, Alexander's Beard the God did ſhew, 

By whom, while Young, the World he did ſubdue; 
Upon his Altar too, while yet a Boy, 

The * Carthaginian vow'd Rome to deſtroy; *Hamibal. 
S$y//a, at his Command, the Empire eas'd 

Of his own bloody Reign. At length diſpleas'd 
With th” Pride of various Courts, he choſe to be 
A private Man's domeſtick Deity : 

And as he once wasGuelt to th' Nemean Swain, 
Lcarn'd /izadex God hercafter to remain. 


Ep. 46, To Marcellinus, 


Now thou bear'{t Arms under the Northern Pole, 

Near which the Conſtellations ſlowly roll ; 
With thy approaching Eyes thou may'it behold 
Prometheus Rock, the fabulous Scene of old, 

Vhere th* Aged Hero fill'd both Earth and Skies 
With hideous Exclamations and loud Cries, 
The Tortures proving, which he there ſuſtain'd, 
The Rock leſs hard, to which his Limbs were chain'd. 


- Who 
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i | | Who can Mens Hardſhips or Hard Hearts admire, 
When they the Ofi-ſpring are of ſuch a Sire ? 


| Ep. 48. On Pannicus. 
pit; Thy words the deep recondite Lore rc{yund 


Of Plato, Nemo, what's ſevereſt found; 


Mong thoſe whoſe korrid Images atffe@t 

To doom all Vice, by their auſtere Aſpett ; 

Sneak thee Pythag'ras Succellor and Heir, 

[| Nor 'bates thou him in Baſh of Beard an Hair. 
Thouwaſt vet,what's ſhameful,and {hou'd nc'er be ſaid 


A wantonGroin to this thy awful Head, 


Say thou, who th' Axioms of ail Sects doit know, 


Whoſe Dogmz 'tis, the Scars of Luft ro ſhow. 


Ep. 49. On Gallicus. 
By What's moſt Sacred,and your Head you Sware, 
| Of part of your Eftatc you'd make me Heir 
i Which I bchev'd, {for who's that Fooli;h He, 
q | To his own Wiſhes will a hin&*cance be.) | 
| | Theſe Hopes tv Cheri'h, I did ſerid you ſtore , 
| Of noble Gifts, amoryg the reſt, a Boar, 
| 9 vaſt, fo fat, might be preferr'd before \ 


| That 
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That fam'd of Ca/ydon. You did decree 
Forth-with to treat Numbers of each Degree, 
People, Patricians, Knights, the Rich, the Poor, 
Through ev*ry Ward Rome belches yet my Boar. 
But (ſtrange!) thou to make me a Gueſt didſt fail, 
Afﬀorded(t not a Rib, not ev'n the Tail. 

In hope to be thy Heir wou'd'ſt have melive, 
Who not a Legacy of mine own Boar didiſt give? 


Ep. 50. On the Gown gzven him by Parthenius? 


This is the Gown ſo honour'd in my Verſe, 
Which Readers often with delight rehearſe ; 
Parthcnius Gift, a noble and a bright, 

Which ſer me forth a moſt Illuſtrious Knight 3 
Whea it firſt new and gloſly to me came, 

It worthy was to bear the Donors Name : 

But now *tis old and foil'd, worn to the thread, 
No more can White, but Cold asSnow, be ſaid. 
What, with much Uſe and Age, will not decline ? 
Twas the Parthenian Gown, but now Poor Mine. 


P 4 Ep. 
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Ep. 51. On Gaurus. 


Thou prov'it my Wit, Gaurms, but ſmall to be, 
Becauſe my Pieces pleaſe through Brevity. 
But thou, who can'it the Trojan War enlarge - 
With various Fights, till twenty Books thou charge, | Cup 


Art a great Man. My Poem ''s ſmart and curt, | I 

Thine is a Giant, but 'tis one of Dirt. | Ye 

Ep. 54. To Q. Ovidius, * 

o | Int 

A Gift I did defgn for your Birth-day ; | Nc 

P1t you forbad it, and I muſt obey. W! 

You are a moſt Imperious Man, I ſee, Wi 
What I'd have dore to you, do you to me. 4 

l 

Ep. 56. To Flaccus. Re 


Prh' Feaſt, in which Friends do their Friends preſerr, An 
While I to Sre//a, and thee, Fl/arries, meant, 
'My Gifts to ſend; a num'rous throng of Friends, 
And each of which to the firſt place pretends, 
B:ſet me. Two roblige I did deſign, Ie 
But dang”rous 'tis, ſo many to decline, £el 
And more, by colily Gitrs, to keep them mine. 
No. þ 
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q No way to free my ſelf, but this, I ſee, 
To Stella nought to ſend, nor, Flaccns, yet to thee, 


Ep. 57. On the Emperor s Page. 


To Africk, Hylas, our Lord's Shield does bear, 
(pid, do thou the Lad fit Arms prepare, 
Such as with which thou ſofteſt Breaſts deſt wound. 
Yet in his Hand let a light Spear be found ; 
* But Shicld and Helm far from him ſee thou throw, 
"Into the Fight he'll ſafclier Naked go. 
No Sword or Dart Parthenopeus harm'd, 
While the fair Boy did range the Field unarm'd. 
Whoever's ſtruck by thee, ſhall dye with Love, 
And happy *'s he, that ſuch a Fate may prove. 
Return while young, and while thy Beauty's bright; 
as grow a Man in Rome's, not Lybia's, ſight. 


Fp. 60. On Mamurra. 


' Mamurrs many Hours does Vagrant tell 

I'th' Shops, where Rome her richeſt Ware does ſell. 
| Echolds fair Boys, devours them with his Eyes, 
Not thoſe of common Note, one firſt eſpies; 


But 
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But which in inner Rooms they cloſely mew, 


Remov'd from mine, and from the Peoples view. 


Glutted with theſe, choice Tables he uncaſes, 
Others of Ivory, ſet high, diſplaces. 

Rich Tortois Beds he meaſures four times o'er, 
Sighs, they fit not, and leaves them on that ſcore. 
Conſults the Statues of Corinthian Braſs 

By the Scent; and not without blame lets paſs 
Thy Pieces, Pohc/et. He next complains 

Of Chryſtals mix'd with Glaſs, and them diſdains, 
Marks Porce'lan Cups, ſets ten of them apart : 
Weighs Antick Plate (of Mentors noble Art, 

If any be) counts, i'th' Enamell'd Gold, 


' The Gems that ſtand. Rich Pendants does behold: 


For the Sardonix makes a ſearch moſt nice, 

And of the biggeſt Jaſpers beats the Price. 
Tir'd now at laſt, after eleven Hours ſtay, 

TwoFarthing Pots he bought,and himſclf bore awa; 


Ep. 69. On a School-maſter. 


Deſpitcful Pedant, why doft me purſue, 
Thou hated Head by all the younger Crew ? 


Befof 


HE OE 


d: 


ya! 
| And the whole World one Scene of Blood did make. 
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Before the Cock proclaims the day 15 near, 
Thy direful Threats and Laſhes ſtun mine Ear ; 
The Anvil rings not out a ſhriller ſound, 

When maſly Hammers the hot Irons pound ; 
Statues of Braſs with lefler Din are made, 

Than thou doſt carry on the Grammar Trade ; 
cthouts in the Race and Theatre are leſs, 

When FaQtions, for their Parties, Zeal expreſs. 
| Whole Nights, I ask not, in Repoſe to keep, 


To Wake's not grievous, but 'tis, ne'er to ſleep. 
Wilt leave thy School, thy bawling LeEtures ceaſe? 
' Thy Gain ſhall greater be, to hold thy Peace. 


Ep. 71. On Cecilianus. 


O Times! O Manners! Tully did declame, 
| When Car'/ize put the State into a flame: 
\ When Son and Father furious Arms did take, 


| Why now, O Times ! O Manners? doſt thou cry ? 
| What is't, Severe One, that thou doſt deſcry ? 
| No Wars we hear, no Treaſons hateful Sound, 


But Joy and Peace circle the Empire round. 
"Tis 


__ —— 
eo 
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"Tis not our Vices makes thee loath the Times, 
But, Cecil;anus, thine own Secret Crimes. 


Ep. 74. On a Cobler. 


A Cobler wont the putrid Soles to retch Wu 
Of dirty Shooes, and with his Teeth to ſtretch : " 
Now of his Patrons Lordſhip is poſſels'd, 

Where had he but a Stall, one would deteſt. T 


Drunk,he bright Chryſtals,with rich Wine,o'erturniþnd 
With his Lord's Paramour in Dalliance burns. (ori 
My Simple Parents taught to me the while Tha 
Bawbling Letters, to know a Verſe, and Style. Put j 
Gag thy Pen, Muſe, and thy Books tare them all, Pid( 


When ſuch a Fortune 's purchas'd by the Aw!. 
Ep. 78. On Priſcus. A 


Priſcus with Art 1n many Leaves diſputes, tl 
What Requiſites a Sumptuous Feaſt beſt ſuits; 


Many ſublime and witty Things he brings, 
All from a Learn'd and Noble Art which ſprings. 
What makes a Fea(t, ſhall T in one Line ſay? 


Abſence of Scurrilous Jeſts, and Fidlers Play. 


Er 
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Ep. 82. To Avitus. 


Reader and Hearer both my Books delight : 
Eut there's a Poet ſays, They are not right. 
I weigh it not: No more than they make Feaſts, 
rudy to pleaſe the Cook's Taſte, but the Gueſts. 


Ep. 83. On Munna, 


That thou ſhould'ſt Periſh Early, 'twas foretold. 
arngþod the Prediction, methinks, well does hold: 


or while thou mad'ſt much haſte to ſpend thy 'State, 
That nothing might remain after thy Fate, 

ut in one Year, five Thouſand threw | away. 

I, Pidſt thou not Periſh Early, Munna? Say. 


Ep. 84. To Czfar. 


Among the many Wonders of the Stage, 
ith which thou haſt adorn'd the preſent Age 
 Þove former Princes, Ceſar : As we owe 
uch for the Coſt and Gallantry of Show, 
thing does yet advance thy Glory more, 
han that the Nobles now, however Poor, 
etators ſit, that Players were before. 
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Ep. 89. To Rufus. 


You firſt to gain me, many Gifts did ſend, 
But when once gain'd, all Gifts you did ſuſpend. 
To hold the Prey, you muſt ſtill Baits ſupply. 
The il-bred Boar from th'empty Trough will fly. 


Ep. 93. On a Slave and his Lord. 


Thou thy Lord's Evils,nor 0x n Good,doſt ha W 


Who ſo bei\ ail'ſt thy State, becauſe 'ris low. 

On thy torn Mattrefs thou found Sleeps doſt rake, 
While Caius upon Doin whole Nights doth wake; 
Cains to many Lords performs er day 

Duties, v hich to thy One thou doſt nct pay ; 
Caius, 4/charge thy Debt, in Court appear, 

Says Phzbus: Thou no ſuch harſh words coſt hear; 
Thou teei'it the Laſh, Him leſs the Gout does ſpare, 
And to change Griels,a thouſand Stripes would bea 
Foul Vices Caivs brand, and hourly tempr, 

From which tby low Condition is exempt. 

Better it is thy icIf a Slave to ſee, 


Than many rich, lewd Cazins's to be. 


Di 
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Ep. 95. On a Phyſucas. 


My DoQtor fora Wormwood Draught(O ſtrange!) 
Demands of me Fromtiniac in exchange. 
Glaucas T never took for ſuch an Aſs, 
Who truck'd away his Golden Arms for Braſs. 
Did any Sweet for Bitter ask before ? 


Well, take't; ſo thou'lt mix with it * Hellebore, 
* Confeſs, thou art Mad. 


Ep. 97. On a Quack, 


A Quack attempting late to ſteal away 
His Patient's Cup, and taken in the Play. 
Why 'gainſt my Orders doſt thou drink? Did lay. 


Ep. 102, On Baſſus, 


For Drachma's three thou offerd'ſt to expend, 
| Thou requir't gown'd, I early thee attend, 
Make up thy Train, and trot before thy Chair, 

| When thou Old Ladies court'ſt to be their Heir. 
| My Gown is Thread-bare, mean, I not deny, 


| Yet ſuch 1 cannot for three Drachma's buy. 


Ep. 
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Ep. 104. To Phoebus. 


My Bond made to thee for an hundred Pound, 


Thov'lt give me up; for Thanks my Debt compound, 


Kinder thou'lt be, to lend me fifty more, 
To ſhew thy Bounty to me on thisScore. 
And elſewhere place the other Gift of thine; 
What I can never Pay, 's already mine. 


LIB 


id. 


— 
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LIB. X. 
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Ep. 1. The Book to the Reader, 


F I too large, Reader, appear to thee, 
But little read, and I ſhall little be: 


Oft in each Page I end : Then, for thy eaſe, 


Make me as long, or ſhort, as thou doſt pleaſe. 
Ep. 2. To the Reader. 


This my Tenth Book gone forth, I did remand, 
Having too haſtily eſcap'd my hand : 


| Some things thou'lt find, Reader, that were: before, 


But more correct, with much that's added morez 
Favour both Pains. Reader, my Wealth thou arr, 
And Romecould nought, like thee, ſo Rich impart. 
By Praiſe, faid ſhe, thou ſhalt be kept alive, 
And-after Death, thy Nobler Part ſurvive. 
Wild »hrubs Meſſalan Marbles pierce and cleave, 
And Ruſticks mock th' Half-Images they leave. 

Q Books 
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Books fcar not Age, nor at Times Mercy lye, 
Theſe Monuments, alone, do never dye. 


Ep. 4. To Mamurra, 


Who Tales of Co/chos, Scylla, Terens, read, 
Whar do they,but their Minds with Monſters feed ? 
For what are Atys, Hylas Rapes ro thee ? 
Endymion'sSleep, from Cynthia's Charms, ne'er free? 
The Boy that in himſclf took ſuch delight ? 
Tcarns's lofty unadvilſed Flight ? 
What is there, in theſe wretched Lyes, to pleaſe? 
Read that may ſhew thee, what's thy Minds Diſeaſe : 
No Gorgons, Centaurs, Harpies, ſtuff my Pen, 
My Pages reliſh cf the AQts of Men. 
Mamurra, if thy ſelf thou fear*tt to know, 


On Callimachus's Dreams thy time beſtow. 


Ep. 5, On a railing Poet, 


VW ho wounds, of cither Sex, the Nuble Name, 
Thoſe he ſhould Honour, with his Verſe defame, 
May he, a Vagrant, on the Bridges rome, 

Deſcent of Hills, and knew no other Home 3 
T'th' 


OO Ot OTIS 28 
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Pth' loweſt Rank of Beggars, may he crave 
Scraps fit for Dogs, and thoſe but hardly have ; 
And ſuch his Mis'ry more yet to increale, 
Long be his Winters Rains that ſeldom ceaſe ; 
Stretch'd on cold Earth, and Fircleſs may he lye, 
Proclaim thoſe Happy, who do early dye: 

And when his own La(t Hour approaches near, 
Dogs, for his Bones that quarrel, may he fear; 
And with a feeble Arm his patch'd Coat wave, 
His Carcaſe from the Birds of Prey to fave : 
Nor let his Suff rings with his Breath expire, 
But let him prove th Internal Judges Ire; 

Roll with falſe S;/phus the mount'nous Stone, 
His Thirſt, in Waves, with Tantalus, bemoan ; 
Tire all the Fables which the Poets feign, 

The Furics Laſhes, and their Snakes, ſuſtain; 
Conſcience, and ccaſeleſs Torments, urging ſtill, 
Till he does own the Venom of his Quill. 


Q 2 Ep. 
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Ep. 8, On Paula, 


Paula me oft to marry her does pray ; 
But ſhe 's ſo old, I cannot her obey ; 
Yet were ſhe older, 1'd not ſay her nay. 


Fp. 9. On Himſelf. 


Why dolt thou envy Martia!'s being known 
For his ſmart Verſe, abuſive yet to none ? 
That Rome, the Provinces, cxtol his Name ? 
Celer, the Race-Horle, has a louder Fame. 


Fp. 10. To Paulus. 


When thou of Conſular Rank think'it it no ſcorn 
An hundred to ſalute by early Morn ; 
What Office, Pa#lzs, leav'(t thou unto me, 
And to Rome's num'rous Throng of low Degree ? 
Who ſtoops himielt, {hall I call Lord and King ? 
Crutc! to one atts the fawning Undeiling? 
Shall T attend his Chair, who does not ſhun 


Others to bcar, through thick and thin to run? 
| To 
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To praiſe Mens Verſe, what boots it oft torile, 
When thou, to ſhew Applauſe, doſt not deſpiſe 
Always to ſtand, with hands ſtretch'd to the Skies. 
What ſhall mean Mea do, Clients when no more? 
If thoſe are Great ſhare Duties with the Poor? 


Ep: 1 1. On Calliodorus. 


Of Theſens and Perithous thou dolt prate, 

| And dar'ſt thy ſelf, with Pylades, to mate. 

May I not live, if P3/ade's Hogs to keep 

Thou doſt deſerve, or Theſens Stable ſweep. 

Tet a round Sum, thou ſay'ſt, (to name no more,) 
And ſewral Gowns Pe given to Friends were Poor. 
Mart.) But nought did Pylades to Oreſtes give, 

For both, inCommon, did in all things live. 
Know that, thy narrow Soul ne'er knew before, 
Who gives, tho' much, does yet deny much more. 


Ep. 13. On Tucca. 


When none, like thee, in Riches does o'erflow, 
So much for Uſe, ſo much for Pride, can ſhow, 
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Such ſtately Houſes, built for more Delight 


On the adjoyning, Sea; which thou mak'lt white, 
\Vhen in the Waves, to bathe, thou doſt deſcend, 
And Floods of Ogdours, in the Floods, doſt ſpend, 
Whea Venus (leeps not on a ſofter Bed, 
Nor choicer Wines do ſteep God Bacchrns head, 
Than crown thy Cup, and ſpirkle in thy Tlaſs: 
Yet. thou, forlorn, whole Days and Nights doſt paſs 
At a proud Strumpets Gate, know'ſt Sighs and Fears 
More than the Wretched, and doſt weep more "Tears, 
Why *tis ſo Ill with thee, would'ſt have me tell ? 
Becauſe, fond Tycca, all things are ſo well, 


Ep. 14. On Criſpus. 


Thou fayſt, mong all my Friends,there'snot thy Peer. 
But how, that this is fo, does ir appear ? 

When I defir'd to borrow fifty Pound, | 
Thou didlt refule, tho' Gold did ſo abound, 

Thy Chelts could not contain it, W hendidt ſend 
A Preſent from thy Farm 2 Or yet pretend 
T'impart a piece of Plate? Or to beſtow 

A Gown, to £uaril me from the Froſt and Snow ? 
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I cannot ſee in what my Friend thou art, 
But that, before me, thou doſt freely F---- 


Ep. 16. ToCaius, 


If Promiſes, for Gifts, thou doſt account, 
See, Cains, how in Gifts I thee ſurmount. 
Take all the Gold delv'd in Afturian Fields, 
The Wealthy Sand the Strand of Tagus yields, 
What &er the Indians find of Yellow Oar, 
The Spices which the Phenix Neſt do ſtore. 
Tyre's richeſt Purpls, All tha: Al! Men have, 
I give you, (aus, juſt as you me gave, 


Ep. 18, On Marius, 


Marins not Treats, nor yet does Preſents ſend ; 
Surety will be for none, to none will lend : 
Crowds yet of Clients court this worthleſs Lord ; 
O Rome, what Fools do thy long Gowns afford! 


Ep. 19, To Pliny, 


My Book not learn'd enough, enough ſevere, 
But yet not Rude, to fluent P/:y bear, 


Q 4 Sportive 


i 
l 
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Sportive Thalia. The Saburran way 


Paſs'd, with ſhort labour the next Hill you may 


Aſcend : From whence, thou (Orpheus ſet on high, 


Daih'd by the Theatre) plainly ſhalt deſcry 


The wond'ring Beaſts, the King of Birds and Air, 
Which the young Phrygian to the Thunder bears: 


There thy Friend Pedo's Houſe ſtands alſo by, 
Shewing a leſſer Eagle carv'd on high, 

But to learn'd P/iny, make not thy Addreſs 
Wanton, but when Time ſuits for thy Accel, 
He in ſeverer Studies ſpends the Day, 

How he the Hundred Juages belt may ſway : 
Studies, which ours, nor no Age, will forbear, 
With Tw/y's nobleſt Labours to compare. 
Thou'lt ſafeliſt go, when it 1s Candle-light, 
This is the Hour, when Bacchus mads the Night + 


When Odours reign, when Roſes crown the Head, 


By rigid Cato then thou may'it be read. 
Fp. 20, To Marius, 


That in my Native Soil I long to be, 
The golden Sands of Spaniſh Salo ſee 


Thoy, 
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Thou, to whom Love from tender Years I bore, 
Honour'd, while yet thou the Pretexta wore, 

Art the chief cauſe: And yet a ſweeter Air 

No Country yields, or may with Spaiz compare. 
But, wer't with thee, I Scyzhia could enjoy, 

Nor would the Sands of Africz me annoy. 

If mutual Love thou bear*ſt, and a like Mind, 


Rome we ſhall both in ev'ry Climate find. 


Ep. 21. To Sextus. 


To write ſo darkly, what delight doſt take, 
That the moſt Learned nought of it can make ? 
Thy Book * Claranw, nor * Modeſt us, can —_— 
Expound, it needs Apollo, not a Man. 
But, thou being Judge, Cinza's obſcurer Strain 
Excels the Sun-ſhine found in Maro's Vein. 
May*ſt ſo be prais'd ; whilſt I am read with Eaſe, 


And both the Criticks, and no Criticks, pleaſe. 


Ep. 23. On Antonius Primus. 


Amonius, happy in a Calm Old Age, 
Of threeſcore Years compleat, has paſs'd the Rage. 


Ponders 


230 Martial's Eprgrams. Lib.X, F 
Ponders the Times Has liv'd, his ſecur'd Years; 

And Death, that's marching on, he no way fears. 
There's no Day grieves, or ſhames,him, that is gon} 


None which with Gladneſs he reflefts not on. ( 
A good Man's Age is doubled, Time twice o'er, x 
He lives, who thus Enjoys his Life before. f 
TI l 

Ep. 25. On Sczvola, atted by a Criminal. 


Who 1Mutius ated on the Stages Sand, 
Sc promptly thruſt into the Flame his Hand ; { 
If brave-and bold, for this thou him doſt deem, Pal 


Thy {eif, of ſome dull Clime, I muſt eſtcem: / 
To fave his Life by this means, was his caſe, c 
"Twas braver far, to have refus'd the Grace. un 

0! 


Ep. 27. On Diodorus, 


The Senate did thy Birth-day celebrate, 
Many Knights alſo at thy Table fate : 
Largeſs thou gav*ſt ; yet ſtill thou'rt all MensScor 
None will believe, that ever thou wert * born. 


n y_ upſtart Perſon of an unknown Deſcent, was Rtil'd, 4 Sor of ! 
Earis. -- 
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Ep. 30. To Apollinaris, 


gonj 


O Bay of Formia, temperate and fair ! 
> Fhich, when Apoliinaris tir'd with Care, 

lies rom the toilſom Buſineſs of the Town, 
Than pleaſant Tybur holds in more Renown, 

is chaſt Wife's Soil : Prefers to th' ſweet Receſs 
Mf Tuſculane, Preneſte, Lucrine ; leſs 

ſteems Cajets, or what Men more admire, 

ais'd by their Fancy, or by FiCtion, higher. 

A gentle Air here glides o'er Thetis Face, 
Such as the Fans of Virgins make, to chaſe 
S1\mmers ungrateful Heat, The Sea is ſmooth, 

(ot torpid dead, but a ſoft Gale does ſooth. 
The aQtive Calm ; and painted Gallies move. 
For Fiſh you need nor lanch into the Deep, 
Theſe you may take, and yet your Chamber keep, 
 FOut at your Window caſt your Line and Lead, 
- And draw the dangling Prey up to your Bed. 
And when the Waves by Winter Winds ariſe, 

From your ſafe Board you may the Stormdeſpile. 


Ep Gardens 
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Gardens no leſs, and freſhSprings Formia grace, 


Fountains are ſeen to flow in ev'ry place » 


Fiſh-pondstheStranger Trout andMullet feed, -j char 
The home-bred Pike, which call'd, does come _ 
Fat Carps here know their Names, and to you m " 


And all a Paſtime is, no pains, to take, = 


But to the Owners when does Rome give leave, n 
'"P 


But a few days theſe Pleaſures to receive ? hs 


Fruition's loſt, while they to Buſineſs cleave. ” 
TheſeSweets, (O Hinds and Gardners, happy Crue ; 
Were for your Lords prepar'd, but are enjoy d by yd y 


Fp. 31, On Calliodorus. 


Al 
ho 


Thy Servant thou for a great Sum didit ſell, 


That but once, Callidore, thou might'ſ Fare well. 
Nor far'd'ſt thou well : A Mullet of four Pound | 
Was the head Diſh, w hich the whole Table crown! | 
May we not, Wrezch, exclaim *gainſt this thy Trea 
Say, *T was a Man, not Fiſh, that thou didlt cat. 
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bo, 


e, Ep. 33. To Munatius Gallus. 


Munatius Gallus more ſincere by far 


San Socrates, Or ancient Sabins were : 

may thy Wife's chaſt Love inflame thy Hearr, 
xd from her Noble Stock may'tt n&er depart; 
when Black Rhimes defame the Ape, or Men, 
1d Malice would aſcribe them to my Pen, 

jou me acquit, and ſtoutly doſt contend, 


& way none write, who Wit and Fame befriend. 
ver in my Book have had the Care, 
Þo' Vice I tax, the Perſons Kill to ſpare. 


Ep. 35. On Sulpicia. 


All Virgins chaſte Su/picia read, 
ho but in one Love wiſh to ſpeed; 
Husbands chaſte Su/picia read, 
$'o hold one Wife the happi'ſt Meed. 
Medea's Rage ſhe does not write, 
[ yeſtes horrid Feaſt recite ; 
Scylla, or of Bibli, tell, 
at Transformations them befel : 


Such 
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Such Tales ſhe ſeeks not to retrieve, 
Nor did {he ever them believe. 

Her Verſe of Pious Love does treat, 


Lib.) 


Fraught with quick Wit, and choice Conceir. 


Who rightly of her Poems deem, 
Nothing more Sportive to them ſeem, 
Or which more Holy they eſteem! 
Such were the Joys, Divine and Sweet, 
When Numa did Egeria meet, 

And him the Goddeſs did inſpire, 

To inſtitute the Veſtal Fire. 

Her School had ſhe been trained 1n, 


Sappho more Chaſlte and Learn'd had been. 


Phaon, who Woman: kind did fly, 
Could not Su/picia Love deny ; 
Her Graces known, he mult be ta'en, 


And love her, tho' he lov'd in vain. 


For were ſhe from Calenss free, 
Calenus the Beloved He, 
Apollo's Wife, nor Jove's, ſhe'd be. 
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Ep. 39. On Lesbia. 


Old Lesbia ſwears, and to be borne, would faiu 


Be thought, in Brutus Days, or Numa's Reign ; 


But lies in both: Her ra we muſt fetch 
From Elder Times, unto Prometheus ſtretch. 


f Who ſces her foul cadav'rous Face, will ſay, 
Lo, the firſt Mortal that was mage of Clay ! 


Ep. 43. On Philo. 


Thy Seventh Wife, Philo, *s bury'd in thy Field. 
No Land, than thine, a Richer Crop doth yield. 


Ep. 44. To Q. Ovidius. 


Quinitus Ovidius now reſolv*d to ſee 
The Northern Britains, and the Ocean Sea, 
| Charming Nomentum cannot him with-hold, 
| His Houſe and ſweet Repoſe, altho' he's Old. 
| All do thy Faith deſervedly commend, 
Which,in contemptof Life,thou ſhew'ſt thy Friend, 
4 While on his exil'd Steps thou doſt attend. 
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But tho' the Joys of Life thou thus delay, 
Thy Thread of Life the Parce will not ſtay, 
But rig roully impute to thee each day. 


Return at length, and at thy Home remaia ; 


Nor *mong thy Friends, to count thy ſelf, diſdain. 


Ep. 45. On his Malignant Reader. 


If in my Books ought ſweet and gentle ſound, 
Ought celebrating famous AQ is found, 
Witleſs thou deem'ſt, a dry Bone valu'lt more, 
Than ſuch choice Morſels of the nobleſt Boar. 
If Ranc'rous Spleen be thy belov'd Dilſcaſe, 
My Candid Vein ſhall ne'er thy Malice pleaſe. 


Ep. 47. To Julius Martialis. 


What our Lives render moſt at caſe, 
My dcareſt 2artial, they are theſe : 
A®State that 's left, nut got with Toil; 

A conſtant Fire, a fruitful Suit ; 
A quiet Life, from Law-Suits free ; 
But ſeldom that the Gown doth fee ; 


Inzgenuous 
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Ingenuous Strength, a Body ſound ; 

Prudent Plainneſs, Friends equal found ; 
An artleſs Board, with eaſie Fare ; 

A Night not Drunk, yet void of Care ; 

A Bed ngt ſowre, and yet that 's Chaſte; 
Sound Sleep, that makes Night ſcem to haſte ; 
Nought elſe, but what thou art, towiſh to be, 
The laſ Hour not to fear, or haſte to ſee, 


Ep. 4.9. On Cotta, 


When rich Op;mian Wine thy ſelf doſt quatt, 
Turn th'Amethyitin Glafles often off, 
Thou vile Sabinum offer'it unto me, 
And ſay*it, 14/ilt drink in Gold? To ſhew thou'rt free. 
Who cares (thy Sordid Nature to unfold,) 
For Leaden Wine, tho' in a Cup of Gold? 


Ep. 51. To Fauſtinus, 


Noiv that the Vernal Conſtellations chaſe 
The Winters Rage, and Earth renews her Face; 
Now the Fields ſmile, and Frees freſh Verdures take, 
And Philomel her charming 'Plaints does make; 
R What: 
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Where rowling Waves waſh o'er the glitt'ring Sand; 


WhatDays,whatJoys,does Rome from thee with-hold? 
What Eaſe from City Toyl, not to be told ? 
O Woods! OFounts! O Arzx»r's pleaſant Strand! 


Where ev'n from Bed you divers Waters ſee, 

Here Boats on Rivers glide, there on the Sea. 
But ſome will urge, You do not here behold 

The Capitol, the Temples rich with Gold 

Embelliſh'd, which in Gorgeouſneſs draw nigh, 

The Heav'ns they repreſent, and with them vye: 

Rome's augult Bathes, nor Theatres, are here, 

Her Grandure does not in the leaſt appear. 
Before you, both Advantages, T lay, 

And now, I fancy, I do hear you fay, 

As Men, when with Ill Wives they can't agree, 


Rome, * T ake what's thine, render what's mine to me, 


* Theſe were the form of Waris uſed in Divorces. 
Fp. 53. 4n Epitaph en Scorpus. 


I am that Storpus, Glory of the Race, 
Rome's admir'd Joy, tut Joy for a ſhort ſpace. 
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Among the Dead, Fates early me enroll'd, 
Numb'ring my Conqueſts, they did think me old. 


Ep. 56. On Gallus. 


Gallus, thou'dſt have me thee attend alway, 
To paſs th' Aventine three, four times a day. 
Caſcellirs Remedies to th' Teeth applies, 
Heginms to all Evils of the Eyes, 

Fannius DefluQtions of all ſorts can ſtay, 
Eros the Scars of Branding clear away ; 
Hermes inveterate Ruptures will inſure, 
Haſt thou the Skill a broken State to cure ? 


Ep. 57. To Sextus. 


You'd wont to ſend a Pound of Plate each Year, 
But half a Pound does now from you appear, 
And that of Spice. TI buy not Spice ſo dear. 


Ep. 58. ToFrontinianus. 


When I with thee neat Baia was retir'd, 


Where all was eaſie, all to be admir'd 


R 2 And 


& TE CFE TE Ca Goes ITT Ga 


ST, 
= _ 


———=- 


9 Sane ooo Oe ent a, 
x 


- «= # ag 


LEY 


Oo EE woos aero - 
46 SF of "# 


ge. -- =—_ 


we > 9 


Iz 


LO 


Lib.X. 


240 Martial s Eprgrams. 

And nothing did the {weet Recels annoy, 
O, how the Muſes we did both enjoy | 
Imperious Rome does my whole Life conſume, 

'To ſay a Day is mine, I cau't preſume. 

I'th' City, as in a rough Sea, I'm tols'd, 

In fruitleſs Duties all my Time is loſt. 

My barren Fields near Rowe ſhould give me Bread, 
Themlelves in greater need are to be fed. 

But not alone thoſe Love, who never ſpare, 
Both day and night,the Great ones Gates to v ear 
(A Toll unworthy of a Poets care) 

By Sacred Muſcs, and the Gods above, 


Whea leaſt Officious, I do t:uly Love. 


Ep. 59. On his Lazy and Nice Reader. 


If one ſole Epigram takes up a Page, 
You turn it oer, and vill not there engage ; 
Conſuiting not its Worth, but your dear Eaſe; 
And not what's Good, but what is Short, docs pleaſe. 
I ſcrve a Feaſt with all the richeſt Fare 
The Market yields, lor Tarts-you only carc, 


My 
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My Books not fram'd ſuch liq'riſh Gueſts to treat, 
But ſuch as reliſh Bread, and ſolid Meat. 


Ep.S1. 4n Epuaph on Erotion. 


Erotio's early Ghoſt repoſeth here, 
By Crime of Fates extinCt in her ſixth Year. 
Who after me is Owner of this Field, 
Grudge not the Dead th annual Rites to yield: 
On all thou haſt, ſo may good Fortune ſhine, 
And nought, beſide thisStone, be ſad that's thine. 


Ep. 62. ToS chool-maſters. 


Maſters of Schools, your tender Scholars ſpare, 
So may you many Noble have and Fair ; 
And the choice Crew,that crowns your Table round, 
In Numbers and in Love to you abound ; 
That no Profeſſors, whoſue'er they be, 
A Circle, like to yours, may round them ſee. 
While burning Suns, the lengthen'd days,engape, 
The flaming Lion and the Dog-Star rage, 
Your Scepters fierce, the Ferula and Rad, - 
(Fear'd more by Children, than the rival'd God 


R 3 By 
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{ik By * Mar/yas was) till Autumn comes, lay by; 


' The Scaſon's Scourge cnough, let all elſe dye. 
3 Chiloren,inSummer Months, when fierceHeats reign, 


If Health they keep, Learning enough obtain. 


* Marſj as was ſo ſcourg'd by .7pells, that he was fabled tc be flay'd alive 


Ep. 65. To Carmemion. 


Whea thou doſt boa't thy 1ſclf of Coriath tree, 
And none can this Pretence deny to thee ; 


Carmenicn, unriddle by what Claim 


' Thou call't me Brorher, that was born in Spain. 
| So much do we re{emblc one the other, 
#1 
j Thar 'tis for Likcrels thou may | call mc Brbther + 


Thou always combd and curld doſt trimly go, 
My harih uoruly Hair no Laws will know 

Thy Skin with Oyntment 's ever {oft and licck, 
Mine 1s 0ergrowa with Briftles rough and thick ; 
Ia Liſping Specch thou greatly doſt rcjoyce, 

My Daughter ipcaks with a morc Manly Voice; 
A Dove more lixe. au'Eagle docs appear, 

Than thou io me,; a.Lion to a Deer. | 


The 
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| The name of Brother, prithee, then let fall, 


Unleſs thou would'ſt, I ſhould thee S'fer call. 


Ep. 66. On Theopompus, 


Who could ſo Cruel, who ſo Brutiſh be, 
For a Cook, Theopomp, to deſtine thee ? 
Could any Soil that Face ſo ſweetly Fair? 
Condemn to Soot and Greaſe that lovely Hair ? 
None worthier with the Chryſtal Glaſs to ſtand, 
And praiſe the Wine with his more Chryſtal Hand. 
For ſuch a Fate, if beauteous Boys muſt look, 
Next New's we hear ; Jove doats upon a Cook, 


Ep. 70. To Potitus. 


That ſcarce one Book I publiſh in a Year, 


Potitus, ſlothful I to thee appear : 
But more, that One I write, thou may*ſt admire, 


Conſidering how much Time does, loſt, expire. 
At carly Morn I give, the Great, Good day 5 


Next, to my own Afﬀairs, fome time I pay ; 
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To Dia»*s Temple oft I'm made to ſpeed, 
To witneſs toa Will, or ſign a Deed ; 
Then inthe Courts of Law I'm forc'd t attend; 
I'th* Worſhip of the Gods ſome Time to ſpend ; 
And when a Poet does his Works recite, 
To give a day, 15 held a thing bur light ; 
Nor can I this deny to thoſe that Plead, 
To thoſe on Rhetorick, and on Grammar read ; 
Congratulate I muſt each Friend's Succefs, 
Tho'I, on likeaccount, ne'er knew Addreſs; 
Now harras'd out, at Even, 'tis time to think 
Of my * Days Hire, to purchaſe Meat and Drink, 
To tend my ſelf, to. ards the Bathes to look. 
What Time is here, Pocirus, for a Book? 

* Sportul-, 


Ep. 72. On the Emperor Trajan. 


With worn-out Lips, in vain thou importun'lt me, 
Miſerable and diſcarded Flattery ; 
The Style of Lord 2d God none dare abule, 
Among the Romans now no more in ule. 
To Parth:an Kings, from whence you came, repair, 


Where Kiſſings of the Fees exaCted are, 
| An 
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An Emperor we have, no God nor Lord ; 

A Senator, whole Juſtice, all accord 

None equals ; who plain 774th from Death has rais'd, 
And for her Ruſtick Dreſs and Mein is praig'd. 
Rome, if thou*rt wiſe, under this Prince forbare 
Words, which in former Reigns ſo grateful were. 


Ep. 74. To Rome. 


Spare a tir'd Client, now at length, proud Rome : 
How long muſt I ſubmit unto the Doom, 
To trot among the Daggled-Uſhering-Train 
Of poorer Gown- men, Leaden Coin togain ? 
While * Scsrpus, in one Hour alone o'th' day? 
Whole Bags of radiant Gold can bear away ? 
I do not ask the Merit of my Book, 
For Flocks in rich Aps/ian Paſtures look ; 
For Glebes of Nile, or Hybla's Honey Fields, 
Or yet the Gen'rous Wines Serizus yields. 
What is't, doſt then require, which me would pleaſe? 
To ſleep my fill, and paſs my daysin Eaſe. 


* A Chariot-diiver. 
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Ep. 75. On Galla. 


Gala, times paſt, ask'd me an hundred Pound : 
And 'twas not much, where ſuch a Form was found. 
Afﬀeer one Year, Fifty was her Demand : 
Methought, ſhe now was at a dearer hand. 

Some time laps'd: Says ſhe, Twenty you'll beſtow 2 
Ten I ſhall gladly : But ſhe anſwer'd, No. 
Two or threeMonths, I know not which, paſs'd more: 
Then ſhe ask'd Nobles, and of them, bur four, 
And I refus'd. Well, ſend a hundred Pence : 
But this ſeem'd then too much, and 1 went thence, 
She next, my poor dry $port#/2 did crave. 
Good truth, ſaid I, that to my Boy I gave. 

Was't poſſible, that ſhe ſhould lower go? 
Yes : Grat# ſhe ofier'd, and I ſaid, No. 


Ep. 76. On Mevius. 


Does this thing, Fortune, equal ſeem to thee, 
"That one not from a Syrian late ſet free, 
Or from a Slave, hoiſt to a Knight's Degree, 
But 
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But of Rowe born, of Romulz own Race, 

Juſt, Friendly, Good, in Wir to none gives place, 
Learn'd in both Tongues, whole Crime is only this, 
(Put 'tis a great One) Fe « Poet #5; 

Should ſhiver in a Garment poor and old, 

While a vile Jocky branches it in Gold? 


Ep. 79. On Iorquatus and Otacilius. 


Terquatss goodly Manſion ſtrikes the Eye 
Four Miles from Rome; juſt to the Town as nigh, 
A petty Farm did Oracil;as buy. 

A Bath, of various Marbles, rarely wrought, 
Torquatus built ; ſtraight Oracilius bought, 
For like employ, a Tub and Kettle. When 
Torguatus Ranks of Laurels ſet: Thou then 

A hundred Nuts didſt Otacilius ſow, 
Suppoſing like Magnificence to ſhow. 
Torquatus Conſul; Beadle of his Ward, 

The other thought himſelf as great a Lord. 
What Fables of the Ox and Frog relate, 

At laſt will prove poor Otacilivs Fate. 


Ep. 
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Ep. 80. Or Eros. 


Eros drops Tears, when-c'er he does behold, 
Fair Jewels, Pictures, Antick Works of Gold ; 
Sighs from his Heart, that home he cannot bear, 
What &'er the Shops expoſe of glorious Ware. 
How many do the ſame, but make no ſhow ? 
Laugh at ſuch Tears, and yet the ſame Grief know, 


Ep. $2. To Gallus. 


If my Vexation cou'd thy State amend, 
Morning, nay Mid-night, gown'd, I'd thee attend 3 
The fhrill and piercing North Winds blaſts Pd bear, 
Break through deep Snows, no ſtormy Seaſon fear : 
But when theſe Toiles make thee not one Doit more 
Happy, which to th* Ingentious are fo ſore 
To a tir'd Friend remit ſuch Labours vain, 


Which thee-no Profit bring, but me much Pain. 
Ep. 89. On the Statue of Juno. 


Thy Juno, Polyclet, (moſt matchleſs Piece !) 
May well conteſt the proudeſt Hand of Greece, 
Had 
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Had but the Goddeſs ſhone with ſuch a Grace 
In 14z, both her Rivals had given place. 


Tho' his own Juno, Jove did n&er approve, 
Before his brighteſt Strumpets thine he'd love. 


Ep. 96. To Avitus. 


That I fo often talk of Remote Lands, 
My native Salo Thirſt, and Tagus Sands ; 
ThePlenty of a homely Farm deſire, | 
And yet grow Old in Rome, thou doſt admire. 

That Place, Awvitus, moſt does pleaſe, in which 
A little Wealth both Riots, and makes Rich. 
The barren Field muſt here be ever fed, 
Which there, UntilPd, will give the Owner Bread. . 
The Niggard Fire ſcarce warms the Chimny here, 
The bounteousBlaze there the wholeHoule does cheer. 
Here Hunger 's dear, the Shambles all confound, 
Thy Table's loaden there from thine own Ground. 
Four Gowns a Year are here conſum'd, and more, 
There one will ſerve, to rub out the whole four, 
Gothen, the Great adore : What they deny, 
Thy Field alone, Avitss, will ſupply. 


Ep. 
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Ep. 100. To the Stealer of his Verſes. 


Why doſt thou mix my Verſes, Fool, with thine ; 
What has thy jarring Strain to do with mine? 
Why doſt thou yoke the Lion, and the Aſs? 

Seck to make Owls, for noble Eagles, paſs ? 
Had'ſt thou, fond Sot, ſwift Ladas Foot, for one, 
The other Wood, in vain it were to run. 
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Ep. 4. To his Book, 


OT only thoſe at Eaſe my Verſes love, 
And the more Civilizd my Muſe approve : 


N 


But the rough Soldier does my Leaves o'erlook, 
'Mongſt Snows and Martial Enſigns reads my Book. 
The Britains too are laid, my Verſe to ſing. 

But what does this unto my Coffers bring ? 

What living Numbers from my Quill would flow ! 
What Blaſts would my Pzerian Trumpet blow ! 

If as Auguſtus now again does reign. 

T alſo a Mecenas could obtain. 


Ep. 5. To Nerva. 


The Phry2ian Gods and Sacred Rites to fave, 
Up to the Flames the Trojan Hero gave 
Troy's Wealth; Jove, Juno, whom we now behold, 


With Pallas, firſt engrav'd in pureſt Gold, 
And 
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And Faxus, who records the happy day 

Of Numa's Reign. To all I Pious pray, 
The Senate may be ſafe, the Princes Throne, 
By his Example all may live, he by his own. 


Ep. 6. tn praiſe of Nerva. 


Thy love of Right and Juſtice, Czſar, 's more 
Than Nama's was, and Numa yet was poor. 
Tis rare, when Riches cannot taint the Mind, 
In Creſus Wealth, a Numa's Soul to find. 

If our old Romans of Renowned Name, 
(Diſpens'd with in E/iziam) hither came, 
C amillas, thee t' obey, would think it frees 
Fabricius would take Gold, if giv'n by. thee ; 
In ſuch a King, Brutus would take delight ; 


S7/a, to thee, reſign th' Imperial Right ; 
Ceſar and Pomp:y, private Men would lives 
And Craſſus his lov'd Treaſure to thee give; 
Cato himſelf, if Fates would ſet him free, 
Return'd to Earth, would a Czſarean be, 
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Ep. 7. To Rome. 


While Saturn's Feaſt and jovial days remain, 

In which good Chear, Mirth, and Dice only reign 3 
To ſport in looſ&r Verſe, I do preſume 

Thou doſt permit, Sacred Indulgent Rome. 

The Goddeſs ſmil'd, which ſpoke her free Conſent. 
Be far remov'd from hence pale Diſcontent, 

My Mule produce Verſe of a ſprightly Air, 
Which flow without Solicitude and Care ; 

Crown both my Head and Cups Attendant Boy, 
As Nero's were, when he'd himſelf enjoy : 

But fill them oft'ner, fill them to the Brim, 


I can do nought, unleſs in Wine I [wim : 


The Wit of many will in me be found, 


If | with their Enjoyments do abound. 
Rowe, if Catullus Plenty thou'lt beſtow, 
[Il frame a Verſe his Sparrow ſhall out-go. 


Ep. 14. 4 Epitaph on Paris the Prayer. 


Who paſles the Flaminian way, 


At this Innobled Marble ſtay. 
S The 
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The City's Darling, Egype's Wit, 
Who Art and Grace the beſt did hit, 
And Mirth unto all Humours fit. 

The Grief, the Glory, of Rome's Stage, 
The Love, the Beauty, of the Ape, 
Do here entomb'd with Paris lye, 

And did with him together dye. 


Ep. 18. To Ss 


Not all my Verſe for Nights looſe Hours are writ, 
Many you'll fiad the ſober Morning fit. 


Ep. 19. To Lupus. 


A Farm thou gav'{t me joyning to the Town, 
My Window holds one of much more renown. 
This a Farmcall you? Is't a Farm d'you ſay ? 
A Tuft of Ruz, Diana's Grove you may 
As well ſuppoſe. For what you will 't may paſs; 
Spice it affords, as much as Herbs or Graſs. 


A Piſmire in one day would eat it bare, 


An Earwig ſtarve out-right for want of Fare : 
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In it a Violet cannot blow and ſpread, 

Much leſs a Muſhrome raiſe his ſpacious head 
A Cucumber lye ſtraight upon the ground, 

A Snake conceal it ſelf from being found, 

A ſingle Mole both digs and plows the Soil, 

A wretched Monlſe does all lay waſte and ſpoil; 
And by my Hinde 'tis apprehended more, 

Than Calydozia fear'd tl enraged Boar. 

All that the yearly Harvelt does atiord, 

A Swallow in her little Neſt may hoard, 

tit} Bear the whole Income in her Claw or Bill, 

Nor will my Vintage a pitch'd Nut-ſhel11 fill. 
Miſtaken words thy deed of Gift do frame, 
What's but a Mole-hull, Mounts and Meadowsname. 


Ep. 25. To Labullus, 


While I attend thy Reps early and late, 
Aﬀord an Ear unto thy idle Prate, 
Applaud what-e'er by thce is done, or ſaid, 
How many Exclent Verſes might be made ? 
This thou account'ſt no Loſs ; aitho' that Ryme 
Reads them with Joy, far Nations bear them home ; 
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i Knights and Patricians make them their Delight, 
| Lawyers admire, and Poets alſo ſpight. R 
| | | And can I this digeſt ? That for thy ſake, N 
| 1: Only thy Train more Numerous to make, 
WA My Books ſhou'd fewer be? $o to engage, 
i | That ſcarce in thirty days I write one Page ? 
But thus it is, for Cheer, when Poets rome, Al 
And will not be content to Sup at home, Fg 
F: Ep. 28. To Flaccus. Tt 
£1! 130 Th 
ſly Thowrt iron, Fl:cc#s, if to ſuch a Dame, Th 
wy Who begs vile Giits, thou can'it keep up a Flame; ls 
| | Cow-heels does as, Tripes,Sprats,and Scraps of Fiſh, My 
8g | Anda \\ hole Pompion, holds too much, to wiſh: |; FF 
[i To whom her Matd, joytul t have got, does pour Thi 
f Cheap Pulte, which greedily ſhe does devour: 
i | | And when ſhe's bold, and will all ſhame depole, 
v7 Begs Yarn enough to knit a pair of iloſ-. y 
F. \ My Wench Pertumes exacts, both Rich and Rare, 1N 
4 W Rubies and Pearls, and choic mult alſo Patr ; 
'F Choice Naples Silk, with her, will only paſs, 
| | An hundred Crowns in Gold, ſhe begs, I:ke Brafs, 
| Give] 
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Give I ſuch Gifts, doſt ſay, a Miſs to pleaſe? 
No: But I'd have her Merit ſuch as theſe. 


Fp. 30. On an old wanton Lady. 


When with C:zreſſes thou would'ſt me excite, 
All Virile Pow'r thou doſt extinguiſh quite: 
For when thou call'it me Love, thy Life, and Dear, 
The Surfeit I digeſt not in a Year. 
Theſe were due Arts, when thou wertYoungand Fair, 
Thou doſt not kno.v what aged Toyings are. 
T give thee Martial, ſay, Ten thouſand Pound, 
My Maznor Houſe, with all the Fertile Ground; 
[give thee Jewels, Plate, whole Caves of Wine. 


Theſe, without Love tricks, do to Love incline. 


Ep. 33. On Neſtor. 


When not a Pan of Coals, a rotten Bed, 
A Mat thou haſt, whereon to lay thy Head, 
4 Coat, a Boy, a Child, a bare-bon'd Jade, 
A Dog, a Diſh, towards the Beggars Trade : 
ſet Neſtor thou affeQ'ſt, Poor to be ſaid, 


1vC 


nd 'mong the People tax'd, and have a Head. 
S 5 Tt 


Lib.X1. 
Tt” aſpir'ſt in vain unto ſuch high Eſteem. 
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Who Nothing has, a Rogue, not Poor, we deem. 


Ep. 35. On Aper. 
(dwell, 
th? Houſe thou'lt bought, none but an Owl will 


So dark, ſo treight, ſo ruinous, the Cell. 
But 1Maro's ſplendid 112 is hard by, 
Here trimly thou wilt cat, tho? fordid lye. 


Ep. 36. On Fabullus. 


When thou 1nvit't a Crowd, and Strangers all, 
Worder'lt I come not alſo at thy Call? 
ACrowd to me, and Solitude, are one, 
And I, Fabullzs, never Sup alone. 


Ep. :8. On Zollus. 


Why 2/5 dolt thou bury, not enfold, 
A Dimond ſpark in a whole pound of Gold ? 
When late a Slave, this Ring thy Leg might wear, 


But ſuch a weight thy Finger cannot bear. 
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Ep. 49. On Charidemus. 


Thou rock*d'{t my Cradle, when I was a Child, 
My Tutor were't in my young Years and wild : 
But now my Beard the Barbers Cloth does ſtain, 
And all I Kiſs of my rough Beard complain, 

To thee alone yet a Boy appear, 

Whoſe ſoureneſs my whole Family do-fear ; 

To Love, or Game, ares not allow'd to me, 

Ty'd up in all, but all to thee are free ; 
Thouchid'ſt,thou griev'ſt,thou fiercely doſt complains 
From uſing of a Rod can'ſt ſcarce refrain, 

If I anoint my Head, in Purple go, 

But cry'ſ aloud, His Father ne'er did ſo; 
Frowning thou counts my Cups, as if the Wine 
Came not from my own Sellar, but from thine. 
Thus to be Slave, and Cato too, forbare, 

That I write Man, thy Daughter can declare. 


Ep. 45. On one Old and Childleſs. 


Now thou art Childleſs,Rich, *bove meaſure Old, 


The Love profels'd to thee, ſincere doſt hold? 
S 4 True 
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Who love thee now, do love thy Death much more. 
Ep. 53. To Julius. 


Trimly to Sup, Julias, I thee invite : 
If better be not offter'd, come to Night, 
We'll bathe together, at ſix a Clock be here, 
Nero's Baths, to my Houſe, you know, are near. 
Melons and Figs, for Antc-paſt, I'll ſerve, 


Other Regalio's, which are acem'd to have > 


The grateful Properties Health to preſerve, j 


And quicken Appetite. It you ask, What more ? 
Tl lye, to make you come. Oyſters, Wild Boar, 
Choice fatred Fowl ta'cn. from the Coop or Pens, 
Thoſe nobler yet, that range the Woods and Fens : 
Such as evin Stel's rarely does afford, 
Tho altogether Princely is his Board. 

Tl promiſe more, no Verſes Ill recite, 
To hear yours read, Il dedicate the Night, 
Your Glants War, your Art of 1illing Fields, 
Vhich nor in Worth © immortal /Virei!s yields. 


Ep. 
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| True Love I have found. Yes, when Young and Poor; 


Li 
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Ep. 54. On Claudia Rufina. 


Claudia Rufina's Birth while Britain claims, 
Her frame of Mind excels the Latian Dames; 
So Graceful Fair, her, Roman Matrons deem, 
Their Lucrecez Greeks, their Helen, her eſteem. 
And ſuch a fruitful Oft-ſpring ſhe has brought, 
When marry'd, will a Colony be thought. 

His Faith may Paaezs to no other plight, 
And 1n his Children ſhe alone delight, 


Ep. $6. To Urbicus. 


Lupus, to be a Pather, counſels thee ; 
Believe him not, there's nought he leſs wou'd ſee. 
0ne Art of Cheating 's to perſwade Men to 
What they deteſt of all things they ſhou'd do. 
To ſay ſhe's big, but with thy Wite prevail, 
Lyps, like one that breeds, will look more pale. 
Take my advice, if me a Friend you deem ; 
Dicſo to him, you may a * Father ſeem. 


* Thar is, Give him nothing. 


Ep. 
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Ep. 57. On Cheremon. 


That Death thou fo immod*rately doſt praiſe, 
Thou hop in all Aſtoniſhment to raile. 
This Courage a crack'd Pitcher does inſpire, 
A Chimny cold, without a ſpark of Fire; 
A Couch, with Straw and Vermin, only dight, 
A curtal thread-bare Coat, for Day and Night. 
How Great a Mar art thou, can'ſt bid farewel 
To Brown-bread Crufts, Wine Lees, a naſty Cell? 
Go to: Let now thy Bed be ſtrutting full 
Of ſofteſt Down, thy Blankets Scarlet Wool ; 
Let her lye by thee, Graces ſo the Feaſts, 
And more than all the Wine, inflames the Gueſts. 
Ol,how thou'd{t wiſh,thoumightſtliveNeſor's years 
How ev'ry Minute loſt, thou'dſt count with Tears! 
In a Poor State, their Lives, Men eas'ly give ; 
He's held the Braveſt then, that dares to live. 


. Ep. «8. To Severus. 


That TI invite, and Verſes to thee ſend, 
Wonder'it, Severus, Rich and Learned Friend ? 
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ove, ſated with Ambroſia (till doth live; 

Yet Wine and Frankincenlſe to Jove we give. 

If, with Abundance ſull, thou doſt reject, 

Such as thou haſt, there's nought thou caſt accept. 


Ep. 60. On Charinus. 


Charinus Fingers with Rings loaden are, 
Which in the very Bath he (till does wear, 
Nor puts them off at night : D'ye wonder why? 
They're borrow'd, and he dares not lay them by. 


Ep. 66. On uſtinus, 


J«/tin, upon thy Solemn Birth-day Feaſt, 
No fewer than ſix hundred were thy Gueſt : 
Among the which, times paſt, I had the Grace, 
To hold, unenvy'd, no inferior place: 

But now, to th'Reliques of the ſecond day, 
If ſoT like, to be thy Gueſt I may. 

Unto fix hundred born, to day, then be, 
To morrow firlt thou ſhalt be born tome. 


That is, Never either to preſent, or own thee. 
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Ep. 67. On Vacerra. 


Thou art a Slanderer and Delator, 
Falſe Dealer, Pimp, and Fornicator : 
Where ſuch rare Parts and Trades are Found, 
I wonder much, thy Purſe does not abound. 


Ep. 68. On Maro. 


Thou nought on me, while living, wilt beſtow, 
But All, when thou deſcend'ſt to Shades below. 
Thou dot'ſt, if, what I wiſh, thou doſt not know. 


Ep. 69. To Matho. 


From greatcſt Men thou doſt ſmall things require, 
Who yet comply not with thy Low Deſire. 
The leſs to bluſh, to greater things aſpire. 


Ep. 70. On the Bitch Lydia. 


I trained was, by Maſters of the Game, frame: 
Pth'Ficld no Hound more kerce, 1th' Houſe more 
Lydia my Name, my Owner's right Hand held, 
Erigones Dog, not me, in Faith excell'd, 


Nor 
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Nor Lelaps yet, for whoſe great Truth 'tis told, 

By Jove, among the Stars, he was enroll'd. 

Like * Argus a long Life I did not ſpend 'U"/* Dog, 
In Sloth, by uſeleſs Age brought to my End : 

But the fierce Tusks of an enraged Boar, 

Like that of Ca/ydoz, my Entrails tore. 

Nor of my early Death do I complain, 

A nobler Fate I could no way ſuſtain. 


Ep. 72. On Leda. 


To her old Husband Leda made her moan, 
That her Hyſterick Fits were helpleſs grown : 
And that her Life, no hope there was, to ſave, 
Unleſs her Honour, for her Life, ſhe gave. 

But Sighing then, and drown'd 1n Tears, ſhe ſaid, 
Than that way cur'd, 'twere better to be dead. 

The old Man begg'd, that ſhe her Life would ſpare, 
And of her youthful Years have tender Care : 
Said, He'd give leave that others might ſupply, 
What Age 1n him did to her help deny. 

Ntraight young and able Doors Leds knew, 
Were ſent for ; and the Women all withdrew, 


They 
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An horrid Cancer ſeiz'd her lovely Face, 
Devour'd and poylon'd all her youthful Grace ; 
Spar'd not her roſie Mouth, Love's Seat of Bliſs, 
But cat the Lips, that raviſh'd with each Kiſs. 
This dire Diſeaſe we juſtly curſe and blame, 
That left but half her Face to th' Fun'ral Flame. 

If with ſuch winged ſpeed Fate needs muſt come, 
Why yet ſo barb'rous and ſevere the Doom ? 
Her charming Speech Death haſted to ſuſpend, 
Leſt rigid Gods, mov'd by her Words, ſhould bend, 


Ep. 93. On Zollus. 


Zo1ilus, he ly'd, who ſaid, Thou Vicious wert : 


When not Vicious, but Vice it ſelf, thou arr. 


Fp. 94. On Theodore, an it Poet, 


Flames, Theodore's Picrian Roofs, did ſeize. 
Can this Apollo, this the Muſes, pleaſe ? 
O over-ſight of Gods ! O dire Dilaſter ! 
To burn the harmleſs Houſe, and ſpare the Maſter. 


Ep. 
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Ep. 99, To Baſlus: 


Thoſe K{s in Rome, no means there is to ſhun, 
They meet you, ſtop you, after z ou they run, 
Preſs you before, behind, to each ſide cleave, 

No Place, no Time, no Men, exempted leave; 

» | A dropping Noſe, falv'd Lips, can none reprieve, 
Gangrenes, foul running orcs, any relieve z 

They Kiſs thoſe Sweart,and thoſe that ſhake withCold, 
Lovers, tieir Miſtreſs laſt Kiſs, cannot hold 3 

A Chair is no defence, with Curtains guarded, 

With Door and Windows ſhut, and cloſely warded, 
The K/ſſers, through a Clhink, will fad a way, 
Preſume the Tribune, Conſui's ſelf to tay ; 

Nor can the awful Rods, or Littor's Mace, 

His ſtounding Voice away theſe K/ſſers chace, 

but they'll aſcend the Roſfra, Curule Chair, 

The Judges kiſs, while they giveScntence there. 
Thoſe Laugh they kifs,and thofe chat Sigh and Weep; 
Thoſe that do Yawn, and thoſe that are aſleep; 

hoſe who do bathe, and recreate at the Pool, 


ho are withdrawn, to eaſe themſelves at Stool. 
5 'T Againſt 
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Againſt this Plague, I know no Fence, but this, 
Make him thy Friend, whom thou abhorr'ſt to kiſs. 


Ep- 101, To Flaccus. 


Her, I by no means fancy, who does bring 
A Body, to b*cacompaſs'd with my Ring; (Spear ; 
Who, when ſhe's naked, grates; whoſe Rump's a 
Hipps, Saws ; whoſe Knees,as Gaul-traps, I may fear. 
Corpulence, as much the other way, annoys : 
Fleſh I approve, but Fat my Stomach cloys. 


Ep. 103. On Lydia, 


He ly'd not, Lydia, who pronounc thee Fair, 
For Fleſh and Blood, none may with thee compare. 
This is moſt true, while thou doſt Silent ſtand, 
Like ſome Rare Piece of a great Maſter's Hand. 
But when thou ſpeak'it, ev'n ſuch thy Beauty's gon, 
And their own Tongue none ever 10 did wrong. 
Let not the ile hear thee Silence break; 


It is a Portent, if an Image ſpeak. 


Ep. 
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Ep. 109, To hu Reader, 


With my long Book, thou well may'ſt glutted be, 
Yet thou more Epigrams exaQ'ſt of me: 
But Lupus calls for Uſe, Servants for Pay, 
Diſcharge them Reader. Now thou'ſt nought tolays 
Diſlembleſt, as my words thou cou'd'ſt not ſpell. 
No Riddle thou'rt to me, Reader, Farewell. 


T 2 LIR 
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Fp. 4. ToPriſcus. 


HAT unto Flaccus, and to Maro thee 
Mecenas was of Royal Pedigree ; 

Moſt Noble Pri/cus, "That thou art to me. 
Which loudeſt Fame, and my long-living Verſe, 


Unto all Times and Nations ſhall rehearſc. 
For th' Name I have, and Wit, I owe thee both, 


Whoſe Eounty docs maintain my Learned Sloth. 
Fp. 6. On Neva. 


Now God's mild Nerv ro the Empire give, 
Unto the 5ſzfcs we may wholly hve. 
Clemency, wary Pow'r, and raith upright, 
Poſſeſs the Throne, and put all Fear to flight s 
"Thus pray the Nations, Rowe, and Pious Throng, 


Their Prince may ſtill be ſuch, and thu Prince long. 


Enlarge 


Pe 
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Enlarge thoſe Virtues we fo rare do ſee, 

Which Namz's, or elſe Cato's pleas'd might be. 
Beſtow, enrich, the poor Man's Stock extend, 

What Gods ſcarce give, let thy free Bounty ſend. 
"Tis lawful now, and ſafe ; but then thou durſt, 
Ev*n in a wicked Reign and Age, be Juſt. 


Ep. 8. In praiſe of Trajan. 


Queen of the Nations, Rome, that has no Peer, 
(Whom none does equal, none approaches near) 
Lately with Joy computing Trajan's Years, 

The Apes ſhe ſhou'd paſs, and know no Fearss 
As ſhe ſo fam'd a Captain did behold, 

And yet a Soldier Stout, Young, Martial, Bold, 
Proud of her Prince, thus vauntingly ſhe ſpoke, 
Parthians, Britains, ſubmit unto my Toke; 
Thracians, Scythians, Fe a Czfar now, 

Come pay your Tribute, to my Eagles bow. 


Ep. 9. On the ſame. 


Now Gracious C2/ar, Palma rules our Spain, 
Peace, long aStranger, has reſtor'd again : | 
T 3 We 
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We Thanks return thee for ſo great a Grace, 


That thine own Vertues thou *awogſt us doſt place. 


Ep. 10. On Aﬀricanus, 


African Millions has, and yet does groan, 
_ Fortune can give too much, enough to none. 


Ep. 11. ToParthenius, 


All Health to my and thy Parthenins bring, 
My Muſe; for who 1n the 4onian Spring 
E'cr deeper drank ? From the Pimplean Cave, 
Whoſe Harp a ſweeter nobler Sound eter gave ? 
Who of th' inſpired and immortal Quire, 
Does Phebas ſelf more love or more admire ? 
Requeſt when he the Prince does vacant know, 
(which hardly can be hop'd) my Book to ſhow, 
With theſe few words my humble Verſe to ſpeed, 
This Man, dread ( ear, all thy Rome does read. 


Ep. 13. To AuCtus, 


To make a Gain of Anger, rich Men know. 
'T1s cheaper to be Angry, than bcitow. 


Ep. 
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Ep. 14. To Priſcus. 


To ride ſo raſhly, I adviſe, forbare, 
In purſuit, Priſcas, of a paultry Hare; 
'The Hunter by his Game has oft been ſlain, 
Caſt from his Horſe, his Back cou'd ne'er re-gain ; 
The Fields are treach'rous, tho' no Hedge or Stone, 
No Ditch appear, plain Ground deſtroys alone. 
Examples want not of the thing I ſay, 
Leſs Cauſes have produc'd a fatal Day. 
If gen'rous Dangers only thee delight, 
*T were nobler to engage the Boar in fight. 
With running ſpeed thou lov'ſt to venture wreck, 
Likelier than catch theHare,to break thy Horſe'snecks 


Ep. 15. To Trajan the Emperor. 


What-cer the Palace late did ſplendid ſhew, 
Now to the Gods is given, and publick view. 
Jove, 1n his Temple, does the Cups admire, 
Whoſe Gold and Jewels flaſh like Flames of Fire ; 
Aſtoniſh'd, former Princes Pride, to ſee, 


Such their ſtupendious matchleſs Luxury ! 
T 4 To 
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To Jove alone belong Veſſels ſo rare, Ma 
The P-r3g:49 Boy, ſuch radiant Cups to bear. AC 
With Gods we now do all in Wealth abound, Or « 
Poverty ſcarce, among the Mean, is found: Anc 
I ſhame, I ſhame to ſay, how heretofore, My 
Together with the Gods, we all were Poor, AR 
1 Her 

Ep. 17. On Lentinus. i P/ 

Lentinus, that thy Feaver does remain The 
So many cays, thou ſadly doſt complain. Wh 
It bathes with thee, tis carry'd in thy Chair, 4nd 
Fats Oyſters with thee, Muſhroms, Ven'ton, Rare; uct 
And drunk with nobleft Wines tis often made, ha 
Nor do theſe nicaſe, if not with Snow allay'd ; A 
With Roſes :rown'd, it ſumptuoully does feait, Þn [ 
Andiaa purple downy Bed takes reſt. A 
Whlute it with thee does tare ſo rich and well, - Vhi 
Think'ft thou, with poor ſtarv'd Damait will dwell? Fhe 
_ pa 

Fp. 1.8. To Juvenal. = 

While reſtleſs thou Sbarras noiſy Street SIT 


Dot tread, or pailing oft with weary Feet, 
| | Mak'it 
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Makſt even a Path up to Dana's Hill, 

A Clients toilſome Duties to fulfil; 

0r Sweating in thy waving Gown, the leſs 
And greater Celixs puts thee to diſtreſs; 
My native Biblz, rich in Steel and Gold, 

A Ruſtick of her Town has me enroll'd : 


Here with ſweet Labour, cauſes no annoy, 


[ Platea and Boterdas both enjoy. 

Theſeare the courſe rude names of Towns in Sperm, 
Where after thirty Winters ſpent in pain, 

ind waking Morns in Roz, I reſt regain. 

wuch ſtintleſs and profound Repoſe I take, 

hat the ninth hour can hardly me awake. 

A Gown is here unknown; ſome tatter'd Weed, 
Þn my demand, is given me in its ſtead. 


A blazing Fire receives me, whea I riſe, 
Vhich neighbouring Woods abundantly ſupplies; 
he which my Country Maid with Pots beſets, 
gainſt my Huntſman comes with loaded Nets ; 
otrim a Youth, and *bove the common ſtrain, 
$ may ſeduce Diana's Virgin Train. 


þ 
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My Bayliff begs the Boys may cut their Hair, 
That in ſome uſeful Labour they may ſhare, 


Their pains, as under growth, not ſtill deny. 
Thus I delight to live, and thus to die. 


Ep. 21. On Marcella, 


Who can, Marcelts, thee ſuppoſe to be 
Of Spaniſh Birth, and our rough Salo free ? 
So choice, fo ſweetly grac'd, that at firſt ſight, 
The Palace challenge may in thee a Right. 
Not one in the Suburr« can compare 
| With thee, or whoboaſts yet a courtlier Air. 


Were other Beauties from the Nations ſought, 
None would 2 Latias Dame, like thee, be thought. 
Thou mak'ſt the City's loſs eafie to be: 

For thou alone art Rome, and more to me. 


Ep. 25. On Theleſinus. 


If for Security FII 'gage my Land. 
What thou'lt not truſt to me, thy ancient Friend, 
To Trees and Mole-hills thou'rt content to lend. 


Fl 
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), the Delator, Wretch, impeaches thee, 

all now unto thy Patronage a Tree : 

xil'd, thou wantſt a Friend with thee to go, 
Can'ſt make a Field Companion af thy Woe ? 


Ep. 26. On an Unjuſt Friend. 


'Cauſe thou, at early Morn, the Great dot ſee, 
Lind tread their Courts, thy ſelf of Lords Degree, 
| but a Knight, ſeem ſlothful umo thee, 

ſhat, at firſt day, abroad I do not roam, 
[obring, whea tir'd, a thouſand Kiſſes home. 


hat thou doſt do, ?s a Conſulſhip to gain, 


. Irelſe ſome wealthy Province to obtain. 


whom, to break my Sleep, thou doſt require, 

ind patiently to brook the Mornings Mire, 

Vhat get I, when my Toes break out a Door 

aro' my torn Shooe,and Clouds fierce Show'rs down 

1d, $od nor a Servant have,dry Clothes to bring, = 
t while benum'd and drown'd you may me wring, 

J, F-20715 ſends to call me to a Treat ? 


| Kt ner ſo Rich, 'twere better never eat. 
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A Province 1s thy Lot, a Meal is mine, . 


My Toyl's the ſame, but not my Gain, with thine. 


J 
tal 
he 


Ep. 30. On Aper. 


 Apersa Sober Man. What's this to me? 
A Slave I ſo commend, a Friend that's free. 


Ep. 32. On Vacerra. 


O Jeſt and Shame of ſuch as Houſholds move, 
When J»{y comes, and do new Dwellings prove! 
I ſaw thy Stuff, Yacer, thy Stuff I ſaw, 
Which, for thy Rent, not ſeized on by Law, 
Thy Landlord rather glad, ſuch Traſh to pare, v 
Thy red-fac'd Wite, with ſev'n red Hairs, did bear, hy 
Help'd by thy Giant Siſter, and thy Mother; ucl 
Men thought the Furtes there were got together; lo. 
For ſuch their Number w as, and ſuch their Faces, 
That Pluto ſeern'd t' have lent thee his three Graces. 
The Irus of thy Age, thou theſe didſt follow, be 
Thy Skin, like ſeaſon'd Box, Citain'd and rellow; - 
With Cold and Hunger, alſo dry'd and parch'd : = 


All Beggars-Buſh, the Peoplethought, had march'd. 


l 
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Atwo-legg'd Table, and a three-legg'd Bed 
here wentz a Pan with Fire, on thine own Head. 


Sconce and Goblet all of maſſy Horn, 


Jordan, it ſeif Piiſing, as *'twas born ; 


tale Sprats and Pilchards could not be conceal'd, 

heir obſcene Scent, their Preſence there reveal'd. 

or did there want to go in State with theſe, 

\ Cantle of unſav'ry Tholoſe Cheeſe ; 

Wiſp of Penyroyal, four Years old ; 

\ Rope, which Onions had, but pick'd, and bald; 

4 Pot of Turpentine, thy Mother's Care, 

The Brothel Dames with luch, fetch off their Hair. 
Why mock'ſt thou Landlords, and doſt Houſes ſee, 
hen Gratis, Vacer. may thy Dwelling be? 

Such Pomp of Goods, ſuch Houſhold-Stuff pertains 

To High-ways, Hedges, Bridges, and to Lanes. 


Ep. 34. To Julius Martaalis. 


Thirty four Years, I take it, thou and I, 


Julizs, have kept each other company, 


" {ln which ſome Jars, with much content, did meets 


But yet the greateſt part was ever {weet ; 


And 
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And ſhould I mark the days with black and white |” 

Stones, moſt would be the Number of the bright. | L 
If in thy Life much Anguiſh thou'dſt avoid, 

With griping Pangs not have thy Heart annoy'd, 

Wed thy ſelf too much to the love of none, 

Leſs thou wilt Joy, bur lefs thou'lt alſoGroan. Not 


Ep. 35. OnCalliſtratus, Dot 


Gat 
That thou may'ft ſeem more freely to converſe, On: 


Some paſt Venerial Crimes thou doft confeſs: 


Wh 
But yet in this thou doſt not clearly deal, Wi. 
Who tells ſuch Faults, yer fouler does conceal. IF 


_ Ep. 36. On Labullus. 


That none, but thou, does in theſe days extend | \ 


A pinching Gift, unto a needy Friend, Anc 
Think not for this,thou*rt NoLle. No? How then? [Thi 
Oaly the Beff, among the Worſt of Men. Th 
In bounteous AQts the Sexeca's reſtore, wt 
The Pſo's; but then, thoſe of heretofore ; Equ 


Elſe 'mong the Boos, thou'lt hold the Loweſt Place, [Wh 
Would'ſt thou contend in fwiftacks of theRace? Jan 
*Paſſerin 
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'Paſſerin, and fleet * Tiger, then o'erpaſs, 


[t is no Glory to out-run an Aſs. 


* Two Famous Race-Hor ſes. 
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Ep. 40. On Pontilianus. 


111 Verſes doſt thou make? I them admire. 
Doſt dripk? I the Debauch do carry higher. 
Doſt lye? Aﬀent I give. Doſt Fart? I'm mum. 
Gameſt thou? I am content to be o'ercome. 


One thing thou doſt alone, I muſt confeſs, 

Which not to name, my Kindneſs does expreſs, 
Will't nought for all return? Thou anſwer'ſt, Ay, 
la my laſt Will. I ask no more, but dye. 


Ep. 44. To Marcus Ubicus. 


{ | We both in Name and Blood allyed are, 

And to like Studies, like AﬀeCtion bear : 

? IThy Brothers Verſe when, thine, thou ſer'lt before, 
Thy Art's not leſs, but Piety is more: 

\ I|Whea thee Corinna, Lebia wou'd admire, 

Equal to thoſe they did themſelves inſpire : 

e |When, if thou'd'ſt ſpread thy Wings, a brisker Air, 
And loftier Numbers noge cer higher bear: 


Thou 
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Thon flag'ſt thy Plumes, reſtrain'ſt thy ſoaring Vein, 
And ſhew'ſt thy ſelf a Brother here again. 


Ep. 46. To Claſlicus. 


Zotlus and Gellus for their Poems had 
Great Sums. Who ſays, That Poets now are Mad ? 


Ep. 48. To a Sumptuous Treater, 


If Thruſh and Boar you ſerve, as common Meat, 
Not as my Higheſt Wiſh, I take your Treat : 
But 1; you think me Bleſs'd, vw ould have me write 
You down my Heir, for Oyſters; then good Night. 
Treat. ] The Supper yet is rare. Mart.]No doubt moſtrare, 
But what, to morrow, will be this day's Fare? 
Nay, within one hour? The unhappy Broom 
And Mop can beſt declare, whoſe wretched Doom 
It is to know ; or elle ſome Jakes or Sink, 
Or hungry Dog, that ridd away the Stiak. 
And then, with your high Meats ware ſure tomeet 
A Jaundice Colour, and Gout-torturing Feet. 
Minervs's Feait I weigh not at that rate, 


Nor Jove's {ct out with greater Pomp and State. 
Should 


: 
\ 
E 
\ 
1 
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Should Gods impute their NeCtar unto me, 

Vile, as the Lees of Vinegar, 'twould be. 

For your Choice Meats ſome other Gueſt then find, 
Who ſuits a proud Board with a fervile Mind: 

T extempry Meals let a Friend me invite, 

That Treat does like me beſt, I can requite. 


Ep. 50. On one that had a Gay Horſe. 


Tiraft Groves of Choiceſt Trees, Bathes more than 
But, for moreState, which ſerve to thee alone ; (one, 
Thy Portico's, on Columns high, do ſoar, 

The trampled Onyx gliſters on thy Floor ; 

The winged Chariots praiſe thy ſandy Race; 

The murm'ring Founts run waſte in ev'ry place; 
Largeare thy Courts, and Spacious is thy Hall ; 

Bur Place, to eat or {leep, th'aſt none at all, 

Ot uſeful Rooms I can no Story tell. 

How rarely, we may ſay, thou doſt not Dwell ! 


Ep. 51. On Fabullus. 


Wonder*lt, Fabullus oft deceiv'd, to ſee ? 
Good Man will, a Novice, ever be. 
U Ep. 
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Ep. 53- To Sparſus. 


Why to the Country I fo oft retire, 
A rude and barren Farm, if you enquire ? 
The Town, no place for Reſt, or Thoughts,does leave 
The Mean; School-boys i'th' Morn our Sleeps bereave, 
The Bakers Mills at Night, and the whole Day 
The Braziers and the Coyners Hammers play ; 
Hemp beaters their dull Thumpipgs oever ceale, 
Nor Mars's raving Prieſts cer hold their peace; 
Pity to move, the Wreck'd, forc'd Voices uſe, 
As, by their Mothers taught, do begging Jews ; 
The loud Vociferations not totell, 
Of thoſe that Brooms and Brimſtone-matches ſell ; 
The clam'rous FaQtors of ſuch viler Ware, 
Care to be heard, but not whoſe Ears they tare. 
When that the Moon's eclips'd, you may as well 
The Tinklings of the Pans and Kettles tell, 
The Tintamars, when Witches her molcit, 
As count the various Dins the Town infelt, 
Sparſus, you know not this, nor can it know, 


So much you to your Princely Mannor owe, 
Which 
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Which ſeated on a ſweet and pleaſant Plain, 
Ev*n Solitude of Mountains does diſdain ; 
Where you the Country, in the Town, enjoy, 
Vinerons in the depth of Rome, employ ; 
Nor in Campanis does the nobleſt Hill 
Yield richer Wines, than thoſe your Veſſels fill, 
What is there Uſeful or Delightful found, 
But in your Lordly Precin& does abound ? 
Your profound Sleeps, troubles from nought, receive, 
The Day is oot admitted, without leave. 

But wretched we, thoſe thro the Streets that walk, 
Awake, while they but only Laugh or Talk. 
All Rome is by our Couch : When Reſt I'd take, 
To Bed I go not, but a Journy make. 


Ep. 54. On Zolus. 
( Hair's red, 
Thy Eyes {quint, Foot's ſhort, Beard's black, and 


*Tis (range, if alſo Good, Z544us, thou can'ſt be ſaid. 


Ep. 56. On Polycarmus. 


Thart ten times ſick, or oft'ner, in a Year, 
Which makes thy Friends, not thee, of a ſad Cheer 3 
U 2 Who, 
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Who, for thy new Health, ſtill new Gifts muſt ſend, 
Sicken, for ſhame at laſt, and make an end. 


Fp* 61. On Sabellus. 


Upon thy Birth-day pale and fad thou art, 
For fear the Cooks ſhould fail to play their Part ; 
Or that the Ladies want Snow for their Wine, 
Or rightly in the Glaſs it ſhould not ſhine ; 
Ttrvart moſtly from the Board, the Gueſts to cheer, 
Or whiſper fond Excuſes in their Ear ; 
And find'{t not, thou art Starv'd, (which is the Jeſt) 
At thine own Splendid and Voluptuous Feaſt. 
What Frenzy's this, of thine own Choice to do, 
What ev'n a Slave would not ſubmit unto ? 
All elſe, but thee, partake the Day's Delight ; 
But thou doſt need, th* Invitcd thee invite. 
Sit down, indulge thy Soul, the Gueſts all pray. 
Is this thy Birth, or Execution, Day ? 


Ep. 62. On Ligurra. 


Leaſt my ne'er Dying Verſe *gainſt thee I bend, 
Thou much, Lizurre, ſeem'ſt to apprehend ; 
And 
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And worthy of this Danger would'ſt appear : 

In vain thou atteſt this Vain-glorious Fear. 

Lybian Lions with fierce Bulls engage, 

Spend not on Butterflies their Nobler Rage. 

If thou'dft be Talk of, which to thee is Fame, 
From {ome Red-lattice Poet ſeek a Name. 

Such who on Walls with Chalk and Charcoal write, 
Fit Verſes to be read, by thoſe that Sh-+---- 

Thy Forehead is too baſe for me to brand, 

Fil Stigmatize, by holding of my Hand. 


Ep. 64. To Corduba. 


Corduba, for rare Oyl, ſo much renown'd, 
Thy Jarrs, 'bove the YVenufrian may be crown'd ; 
Whoſe Wool, the ſoft Galeſiax does excel, 
And of it, greater Glories we can tell : 
By Nature, of a glitt'ring Red, 'tis dy'd, 
It's ſhining TinEture's not by Art bely'd. 
A Poet too thou haſt (as all things Rare) 
Whoſe Impudence with any may compare, 
To ſteal my Verſe, bid him, for ſhame, forbare. 


U 3 Unlcts 
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Unleſs himſelf did boaſt a Nobler Vein, 

And 1, by ſealing too, might Glory gain. 

A barren Poet, that does nought bring forth, 

Or what's the ſame, that which is Nothing worth : 
Like him, puts out your Eye, whoſe own are blind 
Requital ne'er can make you in like kind. 

A needy Thief, to rob all bare, is ſure. 

A bad Poet, from being rob'd, 's ſecure. 


Ep. 66. On Phyllis. 


When I with love of lovely Phyllis burn'd, 

And ſhe with mutual flames, my flames return'd ; 

To make the Fair a Preſent I reſolv'd, 

Odours, and Jewels, in my thoughts revolv'd; 

She me prevented with an amorous Kils, 

Such as ſoft Doves, when mated, make their Bliſs, 

And ſaid, my Dear, Much for my Love you owe, 
A Cask of richeſt Wins on me beſtow. 


Ep. 69. To his Clients. 


For thy ſake, early Clieat, T did fly 
The City ; th' Ambitious with Viſits ply : 
F I am 


—_ 12a. +. i. 
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T am no Advocate, nor made for Strife, 

But, old and flow, love a Poetick Lite; 

Seek Sleep and Leaſure, which great Towns deny, 
And here not found, back unto Rome T'll hie. 


Ep. 70. On Paulus. 


Thy Friends, Paulus, juſt unto thee relate, 
Like to ſome famous Works in Paint or Plate : 
Thy Honour *tis, ſuch Pieces to retain, 

But in Return they receive nought again. 


Ep. 71. On Aper. 


Aper yet Poor, ſerv'd by a Stump-foot Slave, 
A One-Ey'd Trot, who fate his Clothes to ſave 
While in the Bath he ſtay'd ; anointed by 
A buriten Wretch, with cheap Oyl, ſparingly 3 
'Gainſt thoſe debauch'd 1th? Bath, none was heard 
So loud in their Reproots, and fo ſevere. (thers 
The Cups, he ſaid, o'th' Rich that went abour, 
Ought to be broke, and their choice Wine pour'd outs 

But after greater Wealth to him did flow, 
He from the Bath did never Sober go. 

U 4 O, 
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O, how boſs'd Cups, and Plenty can avail ! 
Aper, who n'er did thirſt, now n'er tothirſt does fail. 


Ep. 73. On a Lawyer turnd Farmer. 


Some Acres, and a Houle ready to fall, 
You purchas'd have, joyning the Tombs o'th' Gaul; 
Deſerted your rich Fields, the Courts of Law, 
The certain Gains a tatter'd Gown did draw; 
While yet a Pleader, Corn and Pulſe you ſold, 
But buy all theſe, ſince you a Farm did hold. 


Fp. 78. On Ethon. 


While Erhon, in's Fane, Bacehzs did ſalute 
Erect on tip-toe, Its Tail was not mute 
Amidit his Orifons : which, tho the reſt 
There preſent, laugh'd at, Bacchus made no Jeſt : 
But his irrev'rent Votary did doom, 
Three Nights, without Reprieve, to Sup at home. 
After this Mul&t, poor Erhon did not dare, 
.To th' Temple, for Devotion, to repair ; 
But firſt to Cloacinac Shrine he went, 
To give his (latulent Bowels ſrequent Vent. 
| Which 
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Which Caution tho he ever did retain, 
With Buttocks hard compreſt,heenter'd ſtill the Fane. 


Ep. 81. To bis Maid. 


P've given you many things, on your deſire, 
Much more than I agreed for in your Hire : 

And yet you never ceaſe to ask me more : 

Should I grantall,you would bethought my Whore. 


Ep. 82, On Calliſtratus. 


Thou praiſeſt All, to make thy Candor known: 
But v ho All praiſes, truly praiſes None. 


Ep. 84- On Menogenes. 


In and about the Bath, ſhift-off none can 
Menogenes, by any Art of Man. 
Both with the right and left Hand he can take 
The (wetted Trigon, and reſemblance make, 
As caught by you ; take up, when it does fall, 
(Tho' bath'd and dreſs'd) the duſty Batoon-ball. 
Your Towels, he'll with driven Snow compare, 
Tho” ſordider than Infants Clouts they are : 

And 
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And when a Comb does your few Hairs compoſe, 
Achilles, (wear, his Locks did ſo diſpoſe, 

Himſelf will wipe the Sweat from off your Face, 


W 
Eſteem no Servile Office a diſgrace : © 
All rhings admire or praiſe, till overcome IF 
With Flatteries, you ſay, T's Supper come. ſha 


Ep. 89. Or Cotta. 


Twice to have loſt thy Shoes,thou doſt complain, 
While that a negligent Slave thou didſt retain, 
And he thy whole Retinue, and thy Train. 

Wiſe on thy Loſs, and Crafty thou didſt grow, 
And to avoid being often chouſed fo, 
Thou after barc-foot didſt to Supper go. 


Ep. 92. On Maro. 


Mare, for's aged Friend, forely oppreſt 
With Stckneſs, thus in's hearing did proteſt. 
Tf the Sick Man eſcapes the Shades below, 
On Jove a thankful Off ring PU beſtow. 
Good hopes, from thence, the Doftors 'gan to have, 
Mzro new Vows now makes, his firſt to ſave. 


Ep. 
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; 
Ep. 94. To Priſcus. 

What Man I'd be, thou often doſt demand, 

ere I made Rich and Potent out of hand? 

ink't thou Men know their Minds 1n-evryStates 

ſhat Lion then, wert one, would'{t by? Relate. 


Ep. 96. On Tucca. 


»J] Heroicks, tho begun, I did decline, 
willing that my Verſe ſhou'd claſh with thine ; 
t did my Muſe i'th' Tragick-ſtrain engage, 
Fre, buskin'd ſtrait, thou merſt me on the Stage ; 
ext place, I tun'd the Strings upon the Lyre, 
en to Pixdaric-Odes thou didfſt aſpire 3 
this, I Satyrs did betake me to, 
zou labour'dſt then Lucilzzs to out-do; 
veet lowing Elegies, I prov'd to write, 
t theſe, 'bove all the reſt, were thy Delight ; 
ower to ſtoop, I Epigrams did frame, 
or ſtuck*ſt thou here to emulate my Fame. 
Ve. Pitch on ſome Way, with One to me diſpence, 
0 graſpar All, *'s not Wit, but Impudence. 


'P. Ep. 


ID, 
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Ep. 100. He wiſhes Jnſt. Rufus an Hay 


Government. 


Betis, with Olive Garlands deck thy Hair, 0 
Who miakes'the Flocks all Golden Fleeces bear | 
To Bacchms: Phllas, and to Neptune dear, 

For Wine, for Oyl, for Traffick without Peer. 
May Rufus, in his Charge, ſucceſsful be, 

His Year, like that is paſs'd, be lov'd by thee. 
That Macer he ſucceeds, he's well aware, 

Who knows his Burden, beſt the Weight can bear, 


Ep. 102. To Mattus, 


| 
Who, when thou knock*ſt, denies at Home tobe 
Say's this, I am not now at Home to thee. 


Ep. 103. To Milo. 


Milo, thou various Goods dolt ſet to Sale, 
Which thoſe that buy, to bear away, neer fail ; 
Thy Wite is better Ware, who often ſold, 
Stays with the Seller, and is ſtill good Gold. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Er 
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LIB. IV. Epigr. 91. 
To his Book. 


apy 


H, 'tis enough, it is enough, my Book, 
| Upon the utmoſt Page thou now doſt look ; 
ould*ſt thou ſwell further yet ? Yet larger be? 
leave thy Paragraphs and Margins free ? 
if to ſome known Period thou didft tend, 
en ev*'ry Epigram may be thy End. 
der and Printer tir'd, no more can brook, 
Ir. ſs time thy Self pronounce the Laſt Line ſtrook, 
'tis Enough, Oh, tis Enough, my Book, 


Dido's 


(258 }1:. 


] 
Dido's Speech on the Funeral Pile,” after V irgyy 


He Queen on dire Reſolves now furious bt h 
Huge herBlood-ſhot Eyes,herTreſles re 
Gaſtly, and wan her Face, from Death fore-ſcen, on 
Ruſh'd forth into the Court with Frantick Mien, 
Mounted the Pile, #xeas Fauchion drew, — 
(Not keft, alas, for that which diet enſue) 
Survey'd the Ita» Robes, the well-known Bed, F 
Oferwhelmed then withTears,ſhe couch'd herHea Vhy 
And labouring Thoughts; roſe,and theſe lat word] | 
*Sweet Pledge while Jove andDeftines gave leave Pb 
At once of Life me ani of Lowe bereave. ſt 
I've liv'd; abſolv'd the Courſe Gods did aſſign, 
Th Tlluſtrious Figure, I here made, reſign. 
This goodly Town, from the firſt Stone, T laid; 
Puniſh'd the Traytor that my Lord betray'd ; 


My Juſtice, Prudence, have to all approv'd, 
Fear'd by my Neighbours, by my Subje@ts low'd. 
Qh happy ! and thrice happy had I been, 

Had the Dardanian Prince my Coaſts ne'er ſeen ! 
* Taking up the Sword, 
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Here ſtop'd again with Grief a little ſpace, 


1r2Þpon the Bed ſhe grovelVd on her Face, 


hen big with high Diſdain, ſhe thus did cry, 


Muſt I then ſcorn'd and unrevenged dye? 


Tr | 
2 dye I muſt, ſhe ſaid, even ſo, even ſo, 
en, Mmit unto the Shades beneath to go : 


Ind let the Fun'ral Flames of me thus flain, 
lut the falſe Trojans Eyes upon the Main ; 
Purſue his Ships, and a Sad Omen be, 


nf} here-ter he ſails, of a worſe Deſtiny. 
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Beheld her Fall, and all o'erflow'd with Blood. 
ſudden ſhreik they ſent up to the Sky, 


dutcries and Wallings there did all confougd, 
he Air, the Earth, the diſmal Notes reſound 
is Carthage had been Sack*d, or ancient Tyre, 


A. 


Having thus ſpoke, thoſe that attended ſtood, , 


Straight, to th'appaled Town, the News did fly, 


The Houſes, Temples, Walls, involy'd ia Fire. 


Hor, 
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Hor, I. F Ode 19. Paraphraſed. 


Eauty, Wine, and Leaſure, 
Sway my Heart to Pleaſure ; 
And Loves laid aſide, 
Are by theſe again reviv'd. 
Glycers, more dazling bright, 
Than Pariaz Marbles glitt'ring white, 
So pure, ſo ſleek, no mortal wight, 
Upon her Face can ſtay his ſight. 
Her charming Coynels blows my Flame, 
And mads the Firc, which it would tame. 
All that Ven is, and Fair, 
In her Form preſented are ; 
Cyprus naked, diſpoſleſs'd, 
The Goddeſs rages in my Breaſt ; 
My Soul o'er-powers with Love and Wonder, 
As Jove did Semele with Flames and Thunder ! 
DiſtraCted with ſuch wond'rous Glory, 
I cannot ſing the Scythians Story ; 


Nor | 


Yr | 


( 3or ) 


Nor in accuſtom'd numbers write, 
The Parthians, who when flying fight ; 
No, nor ſing ought, but Great Loves Might. 
Haſte then, a freſh and ſpringing Turf prepare, 
Here ſcatter Veryins, Boys and Odours there, 
Pour out the Goblet of the two years Wine, 
The Queen of Love propitious to incline, 
And Radiant Ghcera more gentle ſhall be mine. 


Lib. 1. Ode 28. Paraphraſed. 


LOE, baſhful, timerous, ſhy, 
{hom the ſtray'd Fawn, away does fly, 
Wildly haſting to recoyer, 

Through pathleſs ways, irs loſt Mother. 
Starts at evry Leaf and Buſh, 
If but a Lizard through them ruſh; 
The Wiad, the Air, the ſmalleſt thing, 
The ſoft approaches of the Spring, 
Scare and afiright, as they come on, 
And ſhe alarm'd, ſtrait is gon ; 
When nothing's near her to ſurprize, . . 
She trembles at her own ſurmiſe. 
X | A5 
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As tt Heart and Knees do pant and go. 
Of this little frighted Doe; 
Such is Cloes great Diſtreſs, - 
At the gentleſt Love Addreſs. 
Why, Fair Ore, not thy Life to take, 
' Such eager Purſuit do I make : 
Then caſt alide thy Cauſeleſs Pain, 
Thou only kill ſt, and I am lain. 
Grown now to Ape, exchange thy Childiſh Shame, 
A Mothers Dandlings, for a Lovers Flame. 


Hor. I. 3. Odeg. 


Hor.] Hile lovely I appear'd to thee, 
\ \ Nor more wiſh'd Arms, whatever He, 
About thy Snowy Neck could fling, 


I flouriſhd more than Perſias King. 


(Dame, 
T y4.] While more thou burn'd'{t not with another 


Nor Lydia, prized after Cle came, 
* Peerleſs Lydia then, and of Great Name, 


ut-ſhon the Roman 7/7: in my Fame, 


Hor. 


Hor.) Now 1hracian Cle my Heart {ways, 
Deep skill'd in Muſicks charming Lays; 
For whom I would nct fear to dy, 
Might I prevent her Deſtiny. 


[ 34.) Mutual Love in equal Bonds does ty, 
Calis, Ornithas beauteous Son and I, 
For whom, without Regret, ev'a twice Id dy, 
So Gods would ſpare my Lov'd Boy's Deſtiny. 


Hoer.] But fay again thy Beautys wound, 
And 1n Eternal Chains I am bound; 
It fair-treſs'd Cle I forſake, 
And Lyaia my ſole Goddels make ? 


Lzd.] Tho brighter than a Star my Calzs be, 
And than a Cork, more floating, I know thee ; 
Storming belide, and raging like the Seas, 

With thee no Life, no Death would me diſpleaſc. 


% 2 An 
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An Ep. out of Catullus. 


Y Farm 1s not expos'd to Northern Winds, 


M 


'The ſcortching Blaſts o'th' South do not moleſt, 


Nor yet annoiance from the Eaſtern finds; 


Or the impetuous Tempelts of the Welt : 

But "tis expos'd to a more boiſt'rous Rage, 

More thana Thouland Pounds my Land engage. 
Oh, ruffling Winds, deſtruQtive peſt'lent Aire! 
Both Farm and Farmer up by th' Roots you tare. 


Seven Epigrams after Auſonius. 


On Venus arm d. 


W:. Venus clad in Armes, Pallas did ſee, ] 
Now tocontend,ſheſaid, I challengethee, 
And let thy minion Paris Umpire be. 

Venus reply'd, Arm'd dar'{t thou me deſpiſe, 

Who from thee naked bore away the Prize ? 


Pall. Nor of the ViQry wilt tho ever fail, 
If thou can tt winn't, by thewing of thy Ta--- 


On 
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On Diogenes, 


Scrip, a Staff, a Mantle, and a Cup, 
Summ'd all the Richs of the Cynic up : 


But when from's Hand he ſaw One Water ſup; 
Avant, he cry d, henceforth ſuperfluous Cup. 


On Niobe. 


Hat now you ſeea Rock, a Queen was late, 
Who, when I proſp'rous was, durt violate 
Latonas Sacred Deity and Race, 
My ſelf above her, in her Temple place : 
Of twice ſeven Goodly Off-ſpring being prov'd, 
I would by all a Goddeſs be allowd. 
My num'rous Ifſu in one hour ſhe ſlew, 
All Tbrought-forth, I on the Beer did view : 
Nor thus appeas'd, (of Humane ſhape bereft) 
She me incruſted in cold Marble left; 
And tho' my Vitals loſt, my Grief I keep, 
My Childrens death eternally I weep. 
Ah, ceaſleſs Rage, which Heavenly Breſts retain ! 
The Mother's dead, and yet her Griefs remain. 
X 3 On» 
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On the Statze of N1obe. 


HO” Marble now, 1 tormerly did live; 
This ſeeming Lite Fraxzeles did give; 


My Form, my Limbs, my Majeſty reſtore, 
Exceptmg Sexfe, all that I was before! 
Yet twixt-theſe Beings little is the Odds, 
Small Sexſe I ſhe'd, when I defy'd the Cods. 
| On the Statue of Rufus the Rhetoritian. 
HIS Piece does Rafus rarely hit, 
"Tis Speechlrfs, Brainlefs, void of Wit: 
Ihe Stone-yet one thing does not ſhow, 
His Wanton Softtiels make us know. 
On Fauſtulus the Dwarf. 
= "Jas prefum'd a Grathopper to ride, 
And thought ic did an Elephant beſtride; 
The £kitriſh Inſect calt the Over-bold, 
Which laughter imov'd 1n all chat did behold. 
The Gallant Elf, ſprung from the ground, and cry'd» 
What is it, Env'ous, 'that you thus-deride ? 


What 
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What in my brave Adventure do you ſee, 
But's common both to Phaeton, and Me? 


Eccho. 


OND Painter, Why tome a Facedo'ſt lend? 
þ To make me ſubje&t to the Eye contend? 
None my Myſter'ous Deity er'e ſaw, 

Much leſs my Figure durſt attempt to draw. 
Daughter of Tongue and Aire, a Voice, Iam, 
Speeches that utter, frora no Mind thatcame 

But others Words I catch, as they decline, 

And mocking them reherſe witli like of mine. 

My ſole Exiſtence in the Ear 1s found, 

Who will my Likeneſs paint, mult paint the Sound, 


After Sannazarius,preferringVenice before Rome 

WW Hen Neptune, i'th' Adriatic, Venice ſaw 
Amid'ſtthe Waves,giving to Seasthe Law, 

Now Jove, ſays he, boſt thy Tarpeian Towers, 

The Walls of Rome, its other Martial Powers : 


As Seas of Tyber, Venice has the odds 
Of Rome; Rome work of Men; but Venice ofthe Gods! 


R 4 Ep. 
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On St. Peter's being at Rome; after Owen. 


Y Hat Peter &'er ſaw Rome, ſome do decry, 
That Simon did, there's no Man dues deny. 


VV hy the Hueband wears Horns; after Owen. 


(Bed, 
we tis the Wife that wrongs the Marri'ge- 


Why wears the Romney Horns? 'Cauſe he's 
(the Head. 


Ep. rt. By Dr. Tho. Locky. 


In filiumReginz natum poſtalterius abortum. 


(Y OD Lncina tuos prins eſt fruſtrata labores, 


Nec fortunantes prabuit illa manus, 
Regina ignoſcas : uno moltmine ventris 


Non potuit Princeps ad tria regna dare. 


Erglifhid. 
That thy firſt Labour unſucceſsful prov'd, 
And by thy Vows Lucizz was not mov'd, 
Great Queen forgive; thy Womb could not beſtow, 
A Prince to rule three Kingdoms with one throw. 


Ep. 


In 


An, 
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Ep. 2. By Dr. Tho. Locky. 


In Caroli primi Regis filium quinto-genitum. 


Quam denſa tuo ſurgunt fulcimina ſceptro ! 
Sic gignunt inopes, ſic peperere caſe : 
ars ſub anguſtis, numeroſa puerpera, plumis, 
Flere he, ſtantem uterum &- ſceptra caduca, ſolent. 
Ante Deus dederat dotes tibi Principis omnes, 


Dat tibi nuns etiam, que bona Plebis erant. 
Eneliſhd. 


How thick the Props to thy ble(sd Scepter grow ! 
bo Poor Men get, Cottages bring forth fo : 

A num'rous Ifſu's rare to th' Royal Bed, 

A failing Line's here mourn'd, a Womb that *sdead. 
All to a Prince belong'd, Heaven gave before, 

And now it gives the Bleſſings of the Poor. 
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Ep. 3. By Dr. Tho. Locky. 
Carolus primo Variolis, ſed leviter, tinCtus. | 


DF. toties orbaſq; domos vico[q; reliquit, 


Innumeras letho flravit & exequias : 


ft 


Que parcens, pejus [4 evit; pro corpore, linquens . 
Uiewsz 5 que toties abſtulit Ora lues, 

Ex tibi furtivos, a tergo, vis dedit ittus,; 
Et ſacra vi lambit pedtora plaga hevis. 

O quantum placuiſti ! ut Calo es, Carole, cordi ! 


St dum caait, amat 5 ſi tibi ira ſaver. 


Bal 1-1191 4 


And the whole: __ but one Vicer leaves : 

Scarce, on the Back oth? King, by ſtealth one ſore 
Did fix, paſſing his Sacred Body o'er. 
OCharles!thou'rt dear toHeaven,thou'rt much itscar 
"Whom,when it ſtrikes, it loves; when wounds, doeF/29% 
({pare 


Epi 
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Ep. 4. By Dr. Tho. Locky. 
honoratiſſimi Domini Gulielmi Killigrzi. 

- | Regiz Vi-Camerarit przxclarum & incul 

patiſimum Drama, Selindra, przconium. 


UID pruaens tha, quod modeſia Muſz 
<a Vitavit petulantiora Scene, 


ec lenocinium jock procacis 


uod falſo Ingenium Hadent wocari) 
um riſum movet, exuit pudorem ; 
ulpata tua at ſonant Theatra, 

vod Virgo proba, quod olata Mater, 
uod purnus, poſits ſeveritate, 

m po#t pulpita perlegat Saceraos ; 
"Puod jurat tibi nullus Hiſtrionum, aut, 
vay fo Numine, queritur venuitas ; 
ec conſtat Populo tuum Poema 

nſis anime ſug, & crument ; 
vwd ( ſermone humili urbium relifo 
nts ſordidulis & Inſtitort) 
careknam nobilis aulicumque ſpiras, 
doefignum Ceſaris aure, cum requirens 


part 


Epi 


as Imperit Tevare curas 


Pult 
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Valt ut defipiat duabus horis. 
Has Dotes reputo tuas ſecundas ; 

Sed, quod cum veniunt ai Implicats, 

Cans Scena hereat, & quod impedite 
Deſperant animi Exitum Fabelle, 
Dua Vates weteres Jovem vocabant 
Ad partes, poterit Throno ut crepante 
Narrare ambigui dolos Theatri, 
Atq; (ut Vincula Gordiana quondim 
- Pellens Tuvents) moleſta tollunt 
Izſulſo gladio. Unaiq; plage, 
Tu, per neſcio quam moao citatam 
Ex nota tibi Plebe paſſionum 
(Ut quodam noviter reflante Vento) 
Convertes alio, noviſq, tota 
Compazes Operis rotis movetur, 
Neeled##s Superiſq; Inferiſq;, 
Per curam facilem domeſticamq; 
AﬀeFum propriot ſinu petitum 
Salvas attonitos & heſitantes ! 
Hanc Artem tibi, Killigrei, ſolus 
Ts poſces, dubit hanc Strophen T heatrs. 
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The foregoing Verſes Engliſh'd. 


| x hem thy wiſe and modeſt Mule 
Flys the Stages looſer Uſe, 


ot Baudry, Wit, does fallly name, 
nd to move Laughter; puts off ſhame ; 
That thy Theaters loud Noiſe, 
May be Virgins chaſt Applauſe 3 
Ind the ſto'd Matron, grave Divine, 
[heir Le&ures done, may tend to thine 3 
That no AQtor's made profane, 
To debaſe God, toraile thy Strain ; ; 
nd People forcd, that hear thy Play, 
They Money and their Souls to pay ; 
That thou leav't affteRed Phraſe, 
To the Shops to ule and praiſe, 
nd breath'it a Noble Courtly Vein, 
Such as may Ceſar entertain, 
When he, wear!'d, would lay down, 
The Burdens that attend a Crown, 
Disband his Soul's ſeverer Powers, 


in Mirth and Eaſe diſſolve two Hours. 
Theſe 
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Valt ut deſipiat duabis horis. 
Has Dotes reputo tuas ſecundas ; 

Sed, quod cum veniunt ai Implicats, 

Cans Scene hereat, & quod impedite 
Deſperant animi Exitum Fabelle, 
Dua Vates weteres Jovem vocabant 
Ad partes, poterit Throno ut crepaxte 
Narrare ambigui dolos Theatri, 
Atq; (ut Vincula Gordiana quondam 
Pellens Tuvents) moleſta tollunt 
Izſulſo gladio. Unaiq; plaga, 
Tu, per neſcio quam moao citatam 
Ex nota tibi Plebe paſſionum 
0; quodam noviter reflante Vento) 
C onwertes alio, noviſq, tota 
Compazes Operis rotis movetur, 
Neeleds Superiſq; Inferiſq;, 
Per curam facilem domeſticamq,; 
AﬀeFum proprioe ſinu petitum 
Salva attonitos CF heſitantes ! 
Hanc Artem tibi, Killizr#i, ſolus 
Tg poſces, dubit hanc Strophen T heatrs. 
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The foregoing Verſes Engliſh'd. 


fant thy wiſe and modeſt Mule 
Flys the Stages looſer Ule, 


ot Baudry, Wat, does falſly name, 
nd to move Laughter; puts off ſhame ; 
That thy Theaters loud Noiſe, 
May be Virgins chaſt Applauſe 3 
nd the ſto'd Matron, grave Divine, 
heir Le&tures done, may tend to thine 3 
That no Ator's made profane, 
To debaſe God, toraile thy Strain ; ; 
nd People forcd, that hear thy Play, 
hey Money and their Souls to pay 
That thou leav'ſt affteted Phraſe, 
To the Shops to ule and praiſe, 
nd breath'it a Noble Courtly Vein, 
uch as may Ceſar entertain, 
When he, weari'd, would lay down, 
The Burdens that attend a Crown, 
Disband his Soul's ſeverer Powers, 
ln Mirth and Eaſe diſſolve two Hours, 
Theſe 
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Theſe are thy inferior Arts, 
Theſe I call thy Second Parts : 
But when thou carry'{t on the Plot, 
And all are loſt i'th' ſubtile Knor, 
When the Sceng ſticks toev'ry Thought, 
And can to no Event be broyght ; | 
When thus of old, the Plot betray'd, 
Poets call'd God's unto their aid, 


ri 


Who, by Power, might do the thing, 
Art could to ng Iflye bring: 

As the Pelear Prince, that broke 

With a rude and boiſterous ſtroke. 
The prophetick Gordian Noole, 
Which his Skilicould not unlooſe. 

Thou do'it a Nobler Art profeſs, 

And the coyl'd Serpent can'it no leſs 


Stretch out from ev'ry twilted fold, 


In whici he lay tawovye and rolld : ” 
Induce a Night, and then a Day ; 
Wrap all in Clouds, and then diſplay 
"Thy eaſie and theeven Deſign, 
A Plot, without a God, Divine. 


XC 
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t others bold pretending Pens | 
rite Aits of Gods, that kuow not Mens : 
In this to thee all muſt reſign, 

Th' Intrigue o'th? Scene is wholy thine. 


In Regem. 
| olim Infignes cicrum tria munera belli, 


Pre reliquis valunt, tollere Fams, Duces. 

ſprrhus caftra locat ; Fabius cunFator ; & Audax 
Hoſtem Marcellus cominiis enſe ferit ; 

u Scis caſtra locare ; Morari z, hoſtemque ferire 
Rex Gilielme ; Trium quod fuit Unus habes. 


On King William. 


Ame does exalt, above all others far, (War: 
, 


Three Great Commanders, for three Arts in 
rrhus for'th' Camp 3 Fabius for wiſe Delay ; 
arcellus brave th* Charge and bloody Fray. 

illiam, thou know'ſtt? incamp, to Fight, forbare, 
Ixcelſt in what, theſethree Great Mea did ſhare. 
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In Mortem Reginz. 


Om Regina ſubit, (onitanti peftore, Mortem, 
Opprimit immodicus Te Gulielme, Dolor. 


Femina, Virque animos, jam, commutaſſe videntur, 


Cor habet hic tezere Conjugts, illa Ducis. 


On the Gueens Death. 


HE Queen, her Death, with Conftancy receiv'd, 
Her Loſs the King well-nigh of Life bercav*d; 


How Nature each exchang'd, *twas rare to ſee ; 
| She ſeem'd the Hero, the Soft Lady He. 
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